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TO THE PUBLIC. 

• X SHALL not endeavour to prepoffefs my 
Readers in favour of the following little Po- 
ems, by a pompous Preface. If they have any 
merit, it is your province, not mine, to difcover 
it ; if they are totally undeferving, any attempt 
to point out imaginary beauties, or to palliate 
real defefts, would only entitle them to a greater 
degree of contempt. Though I tremble for your 
difapprobation, and pant for your applaufe; I 
do not wiih to iiitereft your generofity, much 
lefs your compaffion. I am confident you will 
perufe with candor, and decide with juftice. I 
only entreat you to remember, that I have not 
allured you by mighty promifes, nor endeavour- 
ed to raife your expedtations high ; you have no 
right to look for the Great, the Sublime, or the 
Beautiful ; — I have given them as Trifles, and 
as Trifles let them be tried, 

0^ Should 
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Should the perufal afford you half the ci 
tertainment I have experienced in the compoi 
tion, you will have no reafon to be diflatisiie 
jVIy Mufe, however infipid ihe may appear 
your eyes, has been my companion in folitud 
the paftime of my leifure hours, my relaxatic 
from feverer ftudies, and my confolation in iii: 
fortune. 

The hafty produffions of a Young Man, n 
an Author by profeflion, ought not, perhaps, 
be very ftridly criticifed. For faults of con] 
quence I ihall not pretend to offer any apolog; 
but, I flatter myfelf, allowances will be made f 
a few immaterial, and typographical error 
which, in fpite of the utmoft attention of the mc 
intelligent Printer, may naturally be expeded 
occur, where the Author himfelf cannot have 
opportunity of fupermtending the execution 
his Work. This additional difadvantage mi 

ikitej 
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attencK my little Volumej, as T am under a ne- 
ceffity of leaving Europe before they can go to 
Prefs, — a circnmftarce not fcrefeen when the 
Scheme of Publication was (irft commenced. 

Whatever fentence you msy pafs on my 
Performance, I fliall always be grateful for the 
opportunity you are pleafed to allow me of ap- 
pearing before your Tribunal. To ihofe Friends 
and Benefadors who have generoufly exerted 
themfelves in promoting the fuccefs of my Un- 
dertaking, my acknowledgments are more pecu- 
liarly due. The fenfe of their Favours no time 
nor diftance fhall ever impair ; and I fliall always 
be proud to fubfcribe rayfelf 

THE PUBLIC'S 

moll obedient, much obliged, 

and very humble fervant, 

EDINBUUGH, "^ 

. Auguft 22.. 1783. 5 J. MARJORIBANKS. 
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INSCRIPTION ON A WATCil. 

February 15. 1778. 

JVA ARK, thou bufy, anxious foul, 
How the rapid minutes roll J 
Ev'ry one that glides away 
Brings thee nearer to decay ! 
Whik you flourifh in your prime, 

Make the moft of fleeting Time 5 

Wifely ufe the prefent hour. 

Ere it fly beyond thy power ; 

Blefl: with eafe and health to-day, 

Drive all idle cares away. 
Vol. I. A At 
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At the future ne'er repine. 
For to-morrow is not thine. 
Youth and pleafure will not ftay,— 
Then be merry — while you may. 

THE SWEETS OF SLEEP. 

** Oh ! Night, more pleaiing than the brighteft Day, 
** When Fancy gives what Abfence takes away.'* P( 

OLEEP ! gentle god, the friend of human \ 
The dear confoler of the wretch's mind ! 
Thou peaceful foother of the tortured foul, 
Whofe mighty fceptre rules from pole to po 
What pow'r fo boundlefs, yet fo mild as thii 
Whofe eafy fetters all the world confine ! 
So light a bond fubjedls mankind to thee. 
That not one fubjcfl: ftruggles to be free. 
What mighty wonders in thy realms we find 
Peace to the wretch^ and vifion to the blind 
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The Slave in flumbers feels no more his chains, 
Forgets his forrows, and efcapes his pains ; 
Again tranfported to his native fhore. 
He's blefs'd with freedcm as he was before ; 
To diftant wilds the happy Savage hies, 
Where Afric's children fhun European eyes; 
Where, fafe from tyrants, he may widely ftray, 
And pale-facMCHRi sT 1 ans ne'er can find the way. 
The exiPd Wretch condemned for life to roam 
Far from his friends, his country, and his home, 
As in fome Indian grove afleep he lies, 
With British landfcapesfeaftshis ravifh'deyes; 
Or, on Arabian deferts, parch'd with heat. 
While fome rough grotto yields a fliort retreat. 
On verdant meads he gaily trips along. 
And fondly liftcns to the blackbird's fong • 
His thirft he quenches in clear dreams that glide, 
In gay meanders, purling by his fide ; 
The bleating flocks around him feip and play. 
And piping fliepherds, not Icfs hlythe than they. 
A 2 While 
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While tofsM on feas, where winds tempeftuous 

blow, 
And rocks and quickfands lie conceaPd below, 
The weary'd Sailor in his hammock lies. 
Nor minds the light' nings rage, nor angry Ikies ; 
Forgets that winds and boifl'rous billows roar, 
J^d lands in fafety on the wifh'd for fhore. 
'jHe who no more muft view the folar light. 
But lives (oh! dreadful!) in eternal night, 
Doom'd in Peruvian mines for life to ftay. 
In caves impervious to the beams of day. 
To brighter regions with glad footfteps flies. 
Where no rude mountains hide the chearful (kics, 
Where generous mortals fcorn the fatal ore. 
And Spanish tyranny is felt no more. 

The baffled Courtier, whofe ambitious views 
Afpire far higher than his patrons chufe. 
Who long has waited in a Premieres train, 
Oppos'd^ or flattered, equally in vain, ,. 

Now 
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Now ftars cmbellilh, coftly ermines grace, 
Or N— th beftows a penlion or a place ; 
^^ome mount the Bench, and fome the Treasury 
ilis man's a Gen'ral, thit anlrifhLord, [Board, 
He who to fiiun the Bailiff's piercing eyes, 
Jn fome lone garret cold and ftarving lies, 
At ev'ry noife a thcufand terrors feels, 
And dreads a Catchpole ever at his heels, 
The' long he wakes, at leftgth o'erpowcr'd by thcc, 
He roams at large, from debt and danger free ; 
Dice, cards, and coaches, balls, and brik cham- 
Plays, op'ras,women, are his own again, [pagne. 
The wretched Captive on his bed of ftraw, 
Opprefs'd by malice, or condemned by law, 
fteftor'd to liberty, to light, and air, 
Finds firftcr Fetters in his fav'rite fair ; 
Beyond the reach of Jufiices he flies, 
Jn love he riots, and on down he lies, 
He who has metred many an aukward line, 
And bow'd, but vainly, at the Mufe's Ihrine, 

In 
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In fearch of rhime who idly waftes his days, 
And wakes at midnight in purfuit of bays. 
When lulPd by morning bells to balmy reft, 
Th' enraptured Poet numbers with the bleft;- 
For here no Critics, no Reviews are found. 
But felf-made Laureats by themfelves are crown' 
Here did the Dunciad's pow'r o'er Cibber fto 
And dreaming Tickell was as great as Pope. 

He who in battle favM himfelf by flight. 
Returns in fafety from the glorious fight ; 
From bloody fields triumphantly he comes. 
With flying colours, and with beating drum 
The Britilh bards immortalize his name. 
And no proud foreigner attacks his fame ; 
An ranks and parties, with fincere delight 
Tn warmeft praiibs of the Chief unite. 
Who, far too proud to yield, too brave t 
When foes furrounded, would repulfe, o 
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A Hero comes ! ye crowds with rev'rence bow ! 
Palms grace his hand^ and laurels deck Iiis brow ; 
Triumphal arches fplendidly prepare, 
And let loud welcomes rend the Britifh air ! 
The captive Congress fwell the Vi6lor's train, 
And Britain's Empire flourifl?es again. 
The Rebel Chief, refolvM to rule alone, 
Contends for freedom, and ufurps a throne ; 
He hopes to reign ( but may his hopes be cursM ! ) 
A fecond Cromwell, greater than the firil ; 
But fliall the traitor^s foul enjoy thy charms ? 
No! tear the lovely vifion from his arms J 
While mimic fceptres fparkle in his ey^s. 
Let gallant Andrews injurM Ihade arifel 
Deep let the fhocking recolle&ion fting. 
And fudden horrors blaft the fancied king ! 

The Nymph, divided from the man flie loves, 
From TivioT's baijks to diftant Ganges roves; 



In 
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In vain betwixt them mighty oceans roll,— 
1 hey part the body, — not divide the foul. 
The Youth, coiulemn'd with hopelefs flames 

burn, 
Who ftill muft love, but love without return, 
Beholds no more an unrelenting Fair, 
A fruitiefs pafTion, and a deep defpair ; 
The Xymph appears to liften to his fighs, 
She melts with pity, and indifference flies ;* 
In heav'nly accents ihc his fuit approves. 
And, fweetly blufhing, owns how well fhe lov 
The feeling Soul, that tenderly deplores 
His Friend defcended to th^ Elyfian ihores^ 
Defies the darkncfs of infernal fliades, 
And thro' obfcurity itfelf pervades ; 
In vain to part them ftall oblivion flow, • 
For Friendfhip follows to the realms below ; 
He ventures boldly 'midft a thoufand harms, 
And dafps the pleafing fpeftre in his arms. 
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Slve who in vam bewails her wretched fate. 
And mourns her fond credulity too late ; 
Who prays for vengeance on the perjur'd Swain, 
And weeps for follies fhe could aft again. 
Beholds her Lover fighing at her feet, [creet: 
Still fond, (till faithful, and, — what's more, — dif- 
lier friends, her fame, her fortune,, are reftcr'd. 
And all thofe joy's fo fervently deplor'd. 
i^ 

Tho' fhort our dream of happinefs may be, 
Yet, gracious Sleep, what owe we not to thee? 
I'or fure, to wretches, one fhort hour's refpite. 
One gleam of hope, one moment of delight, 
A little eafe, an interval from woe, 
^s more than Earthly Monarchs can bellow ! 
On (iowny pinions hither bend thy flight 1 
Let pleafing phantoms blefs my dreaming fight ! 
For what 's that fame fo ardently delir'd ? 
And what's the Mufe by whom our theme's 
inlpir'd ? 

Ypl.J. B What, 
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What, but a dream, that love for whichrwe 
And ev'ry joy that centres here below ! 
Since then a Dream 's the Poet's only pri: 
Oh I gentle Being, feal my weary eyes ! 



THE CRITICS * 

JriE who has oft attempted, but in vain. 
To add one blockhead to the Mufe's train, 
Whofc earth-born foul was never meant to 1 
Jiigh as Pamaflus, and th' infpired ihore, 
Forfaking poetry for humble profe. 
Declares the Mufes, and their Sons Ins foe 
\p! This fclf-elefted arbiter of wit 

Commands the catcals ui the thund'ring pit 

• The Author, when extremely young, wrote .< 
Poem, entitled, The Power of Pride, from which tl 
lowing palTages, The Critic, The Difcoverer, The 
The Female Wit, and The Atheift, are feledted— T 
of it he after>vards thought proper to dcftroy. 
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Alike confounding, with impartial noife, 
Or fenfe, or folly, — ^for he has no choice. 
(Curs'd be the wretch, who thus acquires a name. 
And builds his-glory on another's fliame.) 
The lucklefs Bard, with felf-wreath'd chaplets 

crown'd. 
Stands all aghaft, and trembles at the found ; 
From bench to bench the clam'rous Critics rage. 
And pelt pale heroes from th' embattled ftage ; 
Three afts too foon the tyrant's paflions glow. 
And vanquiih'd Princes feek the realms below : 
In thefe ftill regions ev'ry frightened ihade 
Forgets his fears in punch and lemonade ; 
From flowing bowls oblivion *s poured around. 
And difmal catcals ceafe their horrid found. 
The curtain drops, — the Bard's gay dream is 
And furly bailiff's feize him at the door. [o'er. 
The crew of Critics to the tavern ftecr. 
To crown their triumph with a night's good cheif^j^ 



The Sons of Dulnel's are with dainties fed, %i 
While hungry Bards go fupperlefs to bed. S -^r^' 
B2 THE ' 
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THE DISCOVERER. 

JL H' adventVous Soul,whom nothing can di( 
Impell'd by pride, to diftant realms will ftrr 
Will roam thro' deferts, where no ihclter 's f< 
From ftorms above, and dangers all around 
Where ferpents hifs, and hungry lions roar^ 
And angry billows beat the rocky ihore ; 
Where whirlwinds rufh, and deadly lightnings 
Or midnight darkuefs clouds the face of day 
He fcorns the pleafures of domeftic eafe. 
And ventures boldly on tempeftuous feas ; 
Traverfes oceans, where no pilot guides 
Thro* treacherous quickfands and c^pofing ti 
In queft of regions in fome diftant zone. 
The fimple native fondly thought his own: 
But feas and oceans vainly intervene. 
And boundlefs deferts idly lie between ; 
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Nor barren rocks, nor wild unfruitful plains, 
Secure thefe wretches from European chains. 
Shall Britain's children, generous as brave, 
^prefs the favage and defencelefs flave ! 
Ye Sons of freedom, blulh at deeds fo bafe. 
And fcorn to triumph o'er a helplefs race ! 
In Jawlefs bonds enthral the world no more, 
But fpread fweet Liberty from ihore to fliore ! 

THE STOIC. 

A HE Sage, whofe foul philofophy can flill, 
And bend each ftubbom paflion to his will ; 
Who knows no native feelings of the heart. 
But ev'ry impulfe regulates by art ; 
And vainly boafts a purity fo great 
As ne'er was equalled in a mortal ftate : 
^t him refine and reafon as he can, 
He's but a haughty, felf-conccited Man. 

THE 
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THE FEMALE WIT. 

There is a being calPd a Female Wii 
Whofe favVite maxim 's never to fubmit 
Who ne'er retrafts what once (lie's pleas'd 
And, right or wrong, muft always have he 
When mirth and pleafure banifli all difgu 
No harmlefs freedom 'fcapes her watchfu 
V/ith joy flie fpreads the well embellifti'd 
Where mingled truths o'er falfehood caft 
Eternal fcandals hang upon her tongue. 
And none can fliun them who are fair and 
I ler heart, by paffion yet untaught to me 
Can never pardon what it ne'er has felt * 
She ne*er forgives the fofter frailer maid 
Whom love and innocence have once bet 

• This line nearly refembles one of Mrs Cen 
but at the time it was written, the Author h; 
read her works. 
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With her no penitence, no pains atone. 
But endlefs ruin pleafes her alone : — 
Tho' Man- at fii-ft the fimple Fair entice, 
Relentlefs Woman fixes her in vice. 

THE ATHEIST. 

1 HERE is a haughty and undaunted Soul, 
Whofe fins Religion vainly would control ; 
Who, deeply wife, forfakes the vulgar road. 
And fcorns to own his Maker and his God ; 
Maintains that fouls, like mortal frames decay. 
And lofe exiflence with their native day j 
We Sons of Nothing ihall to nought return, 
And foul and body perilh in one urn ; 
That all from chaos did by chance arifr, 
The earth, the fea, the planets, and the Ikies ; 
Chance made the fun his radiant beams difplay, 
And night's dark fhade fupplant the brighter da}- ; 

The 
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The genial fpring fucceed the winter's gloom, 
And fio\v*rs of fummer to the vernal bloom; 
The yellow autumn cheer the peafant's foul,— 
And thus for ever in their order roll. 
Oh ! glorious triumpli ! conqucft truly great ! 
To cheat poor mortals of a future ftate ! 
IJow pure the doclrines of enlightened climes! 
How fvveet the Paradifc of modern times ! 
Like brutes to perilh, as like brutes we rot, 
.Our hopes extifiguijli'd, and our crimes forgot!" 
Oh! plealing profpedl! What is Heaven to this. 
And all the fables of immortal blifs? 
Eternal fiecp our weary eyes fliall clofe. 
And lull for ever all the wretch's woes ! 

How low he falls, who meanly feeks to rife, 
Whofe lips acknowledge what his heart demes! 
Behold this Kero, would he be lincere, 
A prey to phantoms, and a flave to fear. 

And 
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And own no being is fo curs'd as he, 
Whofe heart and tongue for ever difagree. 
Oh fatal pride! oh falfe defire to fhinej 
"What fate fo dreadful, or fo juft as thine ! 



AN AMOROUS EPISTLE. 

W HY did thy fmart cockade attract my view, 
The livdy fcarlet, and bewitching blue ! 
The graceful epaulet, the fword divine !— 
Ah ! charms too powerful for a heart like mine ! 
Why did my eyes the brilliant's luftre meet, 
Or diamond buckles fparkle on thy feet ! 
Why were thy ruffles made of Bruflels lace, 
And why thy fafli adjufted with fuch grace ! 
Why did the gorget dangle on thy breaft. 
And why embroidVy glitter on thy veft ! 
Oh ! why thou deareft, fweeteft, beft of men. 
Why was my Hannibal juft five feet ten ! 
Vol. L C Oh 



i8 TRIFLES IN VERSE. 

Oh ! had thy hair wav'd wanton in the wind. 
No powder fcented, and no curls confinM ! 
Or hadfl: thou ftrutted in a three tail'd wig. 
And, like proud Pleadwki^l, bluflerM, and 

look'd big ! 
Didft thou appear, without the pomp of war. 
In all the formal finery of the bar. 
Too weak thy ftrongeft eloquence would prove 
To gain a verdift in tlie caufe of love. 
But when you thus with martial fplendor come. 
With- found of trumpet, and with beat of drum. 
My heart, delighted with a Soldier's life. 
Beats time in tranfports to the fprightly fife. 
To plodding Pleadwell I will bid adieu. 
And roam, my charming Hannibal, with you! 
The Gen'ral calls !— how fwcet the glorious found ! 
My Love, Fll follow— wherefoe'er youYe bound I 

Phebe. 

SUS- 
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SUSPENCE. 

1 HE Wretch is only half accurs'd. 
Who knows that Fate has done its worft; 
But how much fharper pangs has he. 
Who hopes and fears by turns, like me ! 
How calm, how peaceful is Defpair ! 
But oh ! Sufpence is hard to bear ! 



DISAPPOINTMENT. 

Jr OR ever hoping, and thefe hopes ftill crofs'd, 
My fweet fcrenity of mind is loft ! 
Ye gods ! that pleafing apathy reftore. 
And let me dream of Happinefs no more ! 



Ca To 
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To Mr 



xlOWEVER high your intellects you prize, 
Your head and heart 1 equally defpife.— « 
I muft admire how parts and paflions fit. 
Your want of feeling with your want of wit; 
A foul fo felfifh with fo weak a brain, 
A mind fo vacant with a heart fo vain ; 
I hate the villain, and defpife the fool. 
Who fmiles in paffion, and in rage is cool ; 
Provokes another with a mind ferene. 
And calmly bitter makes the wound more keen. 
So rude, fo childilh, if we find you gay. 
Your mirth's the gambols of a bear at play ; 
So dull, fo difmal, with a fober face. 
You feem defcended from the long-ear'd race. 
If inofFenfive thro' the world you'd pafs. 
You 're leaft a monfter when you aft the Aft. 

To 
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To Mr WILKINSON, 

MANAGER OF THE THEATRE ROYAL, EDINR*. 

March 1780. 

We read that Marcius and theVoLSCiAN arms 
Fill'd warlike Rome with terrors and alarms ; 

. But then the reafon plainly doft explore [fore : 
Why Rome thus trembled, that ne'er ftiook be- 

*Nor fword, nor fpcar difmayM her gallant fons, 

NotCAius Marcius, but theVOLSCIAN 

The Romans either had no guns at all, [GUNS. 
Or were but bunglers in the ufe of ball ; 
For Marcius hints their foldiers were afraid 
Of the ftrange noife their own artilPry made : 
And faith ! no wonder that it fhould be fo, 
for guns were rare fome thoufand years ago. 

• In the reprefentation of the Tragedy of Coriolamis, 
the Volfcians appeared armed with firelocks;— ^andlVIr 
Wilklnfoi), in the charaifler of Coriolanus, affirmed that 
fome of the Romans fled at the noife of their own guns. 

A 
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A TRUCE TO DESPAIR; 

VV HY Ihould I drive fweet Hope away. 
Ere rigid Fate forbid her ftay ? 
No ! I will dream, and dream again, 
* Till not a chance of blifs remain ; 
llien, not till then, I Ml quit my Fair, 
And yield for ever to Defpair ! 

THE FANATIC^s SABBATH. . 
March 1780. 

1 HE Saint awakes ere bells begin to toll. 
And feels devotion raging in his foul ; 
With hollow voice, and difmal tone, he cries. 
To moKfung exerd/e, my friends, arife ! 
This Day the Lord has deftin'd for his own^ 
And we muft labour for our God alone ; 
On this blefl Sabbath heed no human call. 
Let wretches perifh, or let good men fall. 
For this is facred to the Lord of all ! 

Let 
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Let evVy foul a face of forrow wear, 
Aiid not one fign of happinefs appear ; 
But looks of terror, and dejected eyes, 
Defpairing murmurs, and heart-rending fighs ! 
This Day we'll take no interval of red. 
But all fliall be with godlinefs opprefs'd ; 
The chains of fanftity our hearts intbral. 
And Gospel Sermons terrify us all! 
In facred walls no mufic fhall be found, 
But pfalms unftietred give their awful found ; 
' No eye fhall wander, and no lip fhall fmile, 
But holy horrors chill us all the while ; 
No foft emotions beauty fhall infpire. 
Shall give no raptures, nor excite defire. 
This Day from mirth, from every thing prophane, 
From all the pleafures of the world abftain ; 
From fprightly dances, and from youthful fports. 
From pleafing converfe, and from gay reforts. 
From chearing glaffes, and enlivening fongs, ' 
For this fad Sabbath to our Lord belonns \ 

This 
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This Day, ui)hearcl, fhall larks and linnets fing, 
And hnil, with rapture, the returning fpring ; 
In vain the meads are deck'd with youthful green, 
The new creation blooms around unfecn ; 
In vain all nature fmiles, but man alone, — 
He 's formM more perfect, and was made to groan ; 
So fine his feelings, his defires fo ftrong, 
So fhort his pleafures, and his pains fo long ! 

Th I s Day, my friends, be gloomy and morofi? 
And keep the Sabbath which our God hzis chofe ; 
That cruel God, who form'd us in his wrath. 
To flague, opprefs, and torture us to death; 
Who takes delight to fee us in defpair^ 
And is more happy the more curs*d we are ; 
Who planted paffions in the human foul. 
But gave thcfe paffions only to control ; 
And who, with barb'rous bounty, has fupply'd 
The means of pleafure, but the ufe deny^ ! 

Wher 
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When thus we facrifice one day to him, 
To pleafc his malice, and indulge his whim, — . 
We, in return, may play our roguifh tricks, 
And take our recompence tlie other six ♦. 

To Mr bailey, 

OF THE THEATRE ROYAL, EDINBURGH. 

On his Farewell Addrefs^ 1780. 

\ OUR mighty confequence to flicw, 

You gravely alk our pardon. 
And tell us you Ve engag'd to go 
Some months to Covent-Garden. 

You thank us for our favours paft, 
And not without good reafon, 

♦ The Author hopes his ridiculing thtffe impious an^ 
abfurd notions, ^vill not be conftrued into any difrefpeft 
for Religion itfelf, or any of its infti^utions. 

Vol. !• D But 
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But hope they will not be the la ft, 
As you return next feafon. 

Believe me. Sir, thefe ftately airs 

Are rather vain than civil; 
You're free to go, — and d n him cares f 

To Colman*, — or thq devil. 



LACONIC DESCRIPTION OF A LOVEl 

OOFT his looks, and kind his eyes. 

Few his words, but deep his fighs, ^ 

Who with Love's fweet anguiih dies. 



• This is a miftake, though not material; Mr Colm 
Is not Manager of Coveut-Garden. 




■f^' 
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TO HOPE. 

Deceitful Hope, why dofl thou cheat me 
And always proimfe what you ne'er fulfil ? [ftiU, 
Why doft thou whifper in my willing ear. 
Oh pleafing falfehood ! *' Happinefs is near ! 
*' Sufpence and doubt fhall torture thee no more, 
<* But thou be chearful — as thou waft before ; 
*' A brighter fcene to-morrow fhall difplay !"— 
Yet ftill I find it gloomy as to-day J 

To , Esq, 

W HEN diftant hopes my fainting heart relieve. 
Would friendfliip tell me that thofe hopes deceive ? 
If I but dream, oh ! ftill let fancy ftray, 
Nor thus officious dafh my hopes away ! 
The man is cursM who feels a fancied woe. 
And truly bleft who thinks himfelf but fo ! 

D 2 THE 
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THE WRETCH IN MAY. 

May 1780. 

IN O W dead to love, to beauty blind, 
No charms in woman can I find ; 
In Chloe's eyes no graces fhine, 
And Daphne is no more divine. 
The peaceful icenes that pleas'd before, 
The fvveets of fummer charm no more ; 
In vain I wander o'er the mead. 
Where waters rill, and lambkins feed ; 
Thro' ev'ry field, and Ihady grove,, 
In fearch of peace I vainly rove ; 
Thro' folitary paths I ftray, 
Regardlefs where I take my way : 
From ev'ry bufli the warbling throng 
Salute me with their artlefs fong ; 
But larks and linnets (ing in vain,— - 
I find no mufic ip their 'ftrain. 



:^i 
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lin all fmiling nature blooms, 
flow*rs around me Ihed perfumes; 
I no fragrance in the rofe, 
en the varied tulip blows ; 
in the zephyrs round me play, 
daifies deck the flow'ry way ; 
lelPd the lily buds and dies ; 
rainbow paints in vain the Ikies ; 
centcd bloflbm decks the tree, 
lerry loads the bufh for me. 
fweeteft morn, the brighteft day, 
le unheeded, roll away; 
fun unnoticM links to reft, 
hides hi« glories in the weft ; 
lard the wanton heifers low, 
murm'ring ftreams neglected flow ; 
)ait enfnares the fcaly brood, 
jace they range their native flood ; 
ortur'd worm, no gaudy fly, 
•cs the harmlefs trout to die ; 

The 



• 



#. 
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The rook around me fafely flies, 
And undifturb'd the ring-doves rife. 
On primrofe banks fupinely laid. 
No Hi ore I flumber in the ihade * 
On air-built hopes I live no more. 
And all my boyiih dreams are o'er ! 
In vain before uiy wandering eyes 
Tlie rich luxuriant landfcape lies ; , 
The foul, where heart-felt anguifh reigns. 
Can roam unblefs'd on TiviOT's plains; 
And, when to anxious cares a prey. 
Can tafte no happinefs in MAY. 

Ox Mr WALL'S Lecture o^ Hearts. 

JL/ID love of fame combine with nature's call, 
To make an Orator of Mailer Wall? 
JStor native humour, nor a fertile head, — 
He felt no motive, — but the want of bread. 
For riclier fools your ridicule referve. 
And Iparc your hifles,— or the wretch niUft flarvc. 

TO 
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TO THE 

DEALERS IN PREDICTION. 

In vain would mortals penetrate their fate 
^nd learn the future long before its date ; 
n dregs of coffee, and in grounds of tea, 
fou vainly fearch for Deftiny's decree ; 
four idle dreams to heav'nl}^ vifions turn, 
^d big with prodigies your candles burn ; 
\\l Nature teems with prophecies of wrath, 
Vith frightful omens, and with figns of death. 
Jut were fuch knowledge proper for mankind, 
Think not th' Almighty thu$ had formed us blind ; 
•Cot thus to grope the dark myfterious way, 
Jut travel fafely in the light of day ; 
\s bright as funfliine Fate had then appeared, 
Vnd loud ;is thunder had his voice been heard, 

THE 



22 TRIFLES IN VERSE. 

THE SEA CAPTAIN. 

SUPPOSED TO BE WRITTEN BY TO 

JD Y fatal change of circumftance I find 
How abjed poverty degrades the mind. 
To yield not only to the good and wife. 
But ftoop to wretches whom our hearts defj 
To flatter fools we inwardly deride. 
To bear with infolence, and cringe to pride 
Hence the refpect which now I ftew to the< 
Who lately knew no other guide but me.— 
Yes ! even to thee^ my laughing-ftock, my tc 
My butt, my wittol, my attendant fool ! 
-By heavens ! I Ve yielded up my will to thiii 
Have prais'd thy humom-, and have drank thy \ 
Infults moft galling I have tamely borne. 
And calmly fufFer'd a bafe upftart's fcorn ; 

• Almoft every reader may fill up thefe blajiks 
the circle of Ijis o^vn acquaintance. 



I 
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Thy witlefs raillery allow'd to pafs, 

And flood the triumph of an arrant afs ! 

For Fools may talk, may banter as they will. 

And Wits be dumb — when Blockheads pay the bill. 



FASHION: 

OR, THE FORCE OF HABIT. 
To ,Efq. 

■tXT forty-five you wifely fix'd your choice 
On rural quiet and domeftic joys, 
And left thofe pleafures wliichno more could plta/e, 
for peaceful flumbers, and a life of eafe. 
Now, unacquainted with the great and gay, 
In fweet obfcurity you doze away ; 
No more you wake at pleafure's noify call, 
To cheer the banquet, or to grace the ball ; 
Forgetting all the giddy world purfue. 
They pafs unheeded or unheard by you. 
Vol. I. E While 
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While thus.fequefter'd from the world you live 
In tranquil folitude at fixty-five. 
The prefent reign of Faftiion you defpife. 
And boaft that cuftom never rules the wife. 
The decent plainnefs of your fable fuit 1 

Is what I ne'er attempted to difpute ; 
Thefe with your age and charader agree. 
But can your Worfhip tliink they 'd anfwer me? 
Tho' you for ever againft modes exclaim, 
* My drefs you cenfure, and my tafte you blame, 
I 'm told you flione, fome twenty years ago, 
A vain, a brilliant, and fantaftic beau. 
** But Tafte,*' you anfwer, with important nod, 
" True Tafte was then the ftandard of the mode ! ^ 
But this or that true Tafte we vainly call. 
For Habit only, Habit rules us all! 
What moft difgufted, or furprisM, when new^ 
Will grow at laft familiar to the view ; 
Howe'er abfurd at firft thev nught appear, 
^Ve follow ilill the fafhions of the year,— . 

Tho' 



TRIFLES IN VERSE. 35 

Tho' formM by fancy, or product by whim. 
No longer ftrange, all elegant they fcem. 

You, unaccuftom'd to a modern drefs, 
Think mine abfurd and foolifh to excefs ; 
Yet when on fome great feftival you fhine 
In all the finery of the fifty-nine, 
Upon my foul ! I think it mighty odd, 
That e'er fuch folly fhould direft the mode. 
Believe me, Sir, We both are in the wrong,~ 
Your's now looks aukward, fo would mine e'er 
On reigning modes all ridicule's mifplac'd, [long* 
For Fafhion always regulates our tafte : 
Thus ev'ry nation differs from the reft. 
Yet each, fo partial, thinks its own the beft. 
W e, ruPd by humour or caprice alone. 
Have no eilabJifh'd fafhion of our own ; 
But change, improve, invent them, all by chance. 
Or elfe import them from prolific France. 

E 2 Perhaps 
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Perhaps, in truth, it cannot be dcny'd. 
That Fafliion ftill to Folly is ally'd ; 
Yet, Country 'Squires may wonder as they v 
The young and gay mu(t follow Falhion ftill. 

With me it ever is a ftanding rule, 
The firft inventor 's either rogue or fool ; 
Aniongft the fops the whole that is required, 
Is to be feen, applauded, and adniir'd ; 
The fober world, whom novelties difpleafe. 
At firft defpife, — yet follow by degrees : 
None to be lingular but fools would chufe. 
The WISE adopt it, — but the vain refufe. 

Yet at a diftance fliould we ever fteer. 
For Fafliion fools us when we come too near 
J-«et her be ever kept within our fight. 
Not niadly ^^'orihipp\l, nor forfaken quite! 

Wl 
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i^'hile Folly fafcinates the viilgnr eye, 

lie Man of Reafon both extremes will fly ; 

.like contempt he uniformly fhews 

or greafy Slovens, and for gaudy Deans ^ 



To Mr 



TEACHER OF DRAWING. 

F him original we juftly call, 
i^ho never deigns to imitate at all, 
uen you may challenge that diftinguifli'd name, 
^ mafter^s honours, and immortal fame ; 
or 'tis acknowledgM you have ever Ihewn, 
Jot Nature's works, but monfters of your own; 
Vhate'er you fet before our wondVing view, 
»eafts, trees, or caflles, all alike are new, — 
uch as no creatui^e ever faw before, 
ind fuch as mortals fliall behold no more, 
laphaei, Titian, Rheni, are outfhone, — 
They copied Nature, — ^but you copy None. 

To 
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To n : , Esq, 

\^ ONDEMN each fault aftd folly of my youth. 
With keeneft fatire, and feverdl truth; 
Nay even cenfure ine without a caufe,— f 
But fpare, oh fpare unmerited applaufe I 

THE IMPOSTOR DETECTED. 

A TRUE STORY. 

IN former times there liv'd an antient Dame, 
Tlie Lady Birky was her honoured name, 
Who ihone for wildom, and for matchlefs worth, 
The env}', pride, and glory of th^ North ; 
When Ihallow brains were rack*d with fmallafl&irs. 
To Lady Birky ev'ry clown repairs. 
And, while the bumpkins wonder'd at her fenfe. 
She gave advices,— but ihe fpar'4 hgr fence. 

< 

An 
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All Antic Caftle was^ihis LadyV nail, 
Both large and lofty, thp*th* eftate was fmall ; 
l^efore it lay a wide.^5Afbded green. 
To which an eittn^led from Aberdeen : 
Upon this lane sbl^ggar, blind and old. 
For m^y a year his doleful tale had told ;•— 
His hclplefs cafe had touched each feeling mind. 
And few refused a pittance to the blind. 
At Birky-Castle, whatfoe'er the fare. 
For blind M'Alpin always had his fliare ;— 
To him was given, as a lufcious treat. 
Whatever the Lady deem'd unfit to eat ; Qftones, 
When coals were bought, for him fhe pick'd \i\6 
And kiird no mutton but he got — theiones. 

< 

At laft, fomehow, a ftrong fufpicion rofe Jf^ 
That Donald's eyes could open — if he cholei . 
Ahho* the Lady's charity was great, 
Ker confciance'fcrupled to ffrot^ a cheat. 



At 
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At length, refolv'd the myftVy to unfold, 
She foruiM a fcheme as politic as bold : 
She flily wandered to tftfflpot, alone, 
Where this old Beggar madeJ^p daily moan 5— 
To ev'ry point flie turn^ her wary eyes. 
And found there was no danger of furprife ;— 
Then (looping, ofFer'd to M^Alpin's view 
Her rev'rend buttocks, naked as they grew. 
The rogue, aftonifli'd at fo ftrange a iight, 
Forgot his trade, and laugh'd with all his might. 
*^ You ^'e feen,'' cries fhe, '^ what man ne'er faw 

" before, 
*' And devil take him ever fees it more!" 



AN. 
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JDRE TO WASHINGTON*. 

L man unconfcious of a bafe defign, 
s undaunted fuch a fate as mine ; 
back, exulting, on a Soldier's courfe, 
I'd by guilt, nor torturM by remorfc ! 
TS of death embitter this laft hour, 
rtue lifts me far beyond its pow*r ; 
ady foul no terrors can appal, — 
ve new tortures, — and I M bear them all ! 

thy heart can feel a Soldier's iliame, 
,s*d with virtue, and in love with fame ; 
uft fufFer, not from private hate, 
ar's ftridt cuftoms, and concerns of ftate ; 

to pity my misfortunes mov'd, 
ght in ME be inwardly approved,— 

ken from the gallant Major Andrew's letter to 
Tton, written the day before bis execution. 

L. I. F Shall 
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Shall he who glory corftantly purfu'd, 
A life of honour in difgrace conclude? 
With this my laft, my only pray'r comply. 
To doom a Soldier like him/elf to die ! 
Remove the horrors of the'fhameful tree, 
And I will blefs thee for the mild decree ; 
This generous grant ihall foften all the reft. 
And plant compofure in my dying bread: ; 
Secure of this, I '11 bravely meet the ball. 
And, unrepining, for my country fall I 



To Mr 



WATCHMAKER AND POLITIC J AN. 

December 15. 1780. 

JD Y what ftrange means the fecrets did you gaii 
To trace the politics of France and Spain? 
That thus unerringly you can decide 
What deep contrivances D'Estaing would hide 
What fchenies Tern ay and Rochambeau pui 
AndwhatTREViLEandDonCoRDOVAdo. [fu( 

Wit 
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ith equal (kill you likewife can point out 
legallantRoDNEY's, and Arbuthnot's route; 
refl: Sir Peter * in what trad to^fail, 
id fhew where Walsingham and Rowley 
edid the capture of our India fleet, [fail ; 

id tell whereDARBY and D'EsTAiNG (hall meet, 
vain would Washington his plans conceal^ 
ice all his ftratagems you can reveal ; 
)u know where Clinton might have ftruck a 
here one was^hafty, and another flow ; [blow ; 
hat new taxations North Ihould next impofe ; 
hat fteps would ruin, or would raife our foes ; 
fliort you manage all the fecret springs 
hat guide the fate of empires and of kings ; 
xcufe me, Tom, — I love to have my joke, — 
DU wind the nation, as you wind a clock, 

'^ Sir Peter Parker. 

F2 THE 
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THE DISTRESSES OF 

AN EDINBURGH BUCK WITHOUT MONEY. 

December 1780. 

W HILE all around a thouniiid fcenes difplay 
Their fweet allorements for the rich artd.gay. 
The wealthy coxcomb, the unthinking foul. 
In fearch of dear variety may roll ; 
For all receive him with a friendly air ; 
He charms the witty, and he gains the fair ; 
Whate'er he lays, for ever fure to fhine. 
He errs in jeft, and blunders by defign : 
A thoufand eyes attend his very nod. 
And all adore him like a demi-god : 
By wealth alone the want of worth 's fupplyM, 
And gold can give what nature has denyM. 
But where Ihall friendlefs Poverty repair 
To tafte of pleafure, and in mirth to fhare ? 

Where.e'er 
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Te-e'er the fons of fortune are amus'd, 
crave admittance but to be rcfusM, 
nc no more the tumbler's trumpets call, 
pompous play-bills ftarc on ev'r}^ wall ; 
ne Saint Mary's* porter fhuts the gate, 
TC fage Pantheon Orators debate; 
me no ladies grace the fplendid ball, 
)uny eunuchs in the concert fquall ; 
greedy fliowman hides his living fca -j-, 
Punchinello fcorns to grin at me ; 
ne no more the toymen deck their flails, 
Breslaw juggles with his cups and balls; 
lin, to feaft ray ears, J would approach 
beav'n-taught harmony of MafterCROTCH J; 



: Mary's Chapel, where the debating fociety, called 

Liitheon, hold their meetings. 

*he fca as natural as life. 

rotcb, a raufical infant, then performing in EJiar 



From 
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From me the hofier hides his filkea ftore. 
And wary woollen-drapers truft no more ; 
For me no hoft decants the fparlding wine, 
Kor ready waiters watch me while I dine : 
As hard the talk for me to enter in 
At virtue's maniions as the haunts of fin; 
To moral leftures, or to Bacchus' rites, 
Diana's Temple*, or to love's delights; j 
The church itfelf will fcarce admit the poor^ 
And grumbling beadles place me next the d( 
Hew can I confcious poverty difguife. 
While ev'ry upflart reads it in my eyes? 
But gold may glitter ia my piirfe once more 
And all my former confequence reftore ; 
Then half my pride and happinefs fhall be. 
To fcorn the fcoundrels who have flighted n 

• Diana's Temple, a piece of machinery. 
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THE. BUCK'S FRIENDSHIP. 

i^AYS Midnight, o'er a friendly bowl, 
'* By heavens ! thou art an honeft foul ! 
" Perdition feize me quick to hell, 
<^ But I do love thee dev'lifh well ! 
*' I '11 iove thee while infpir'd by breath, 
*' Nay, by the gods ! long after death !" 
I heard his oaths, believ'd them true. 
And fwore eternal friendfhip to<t. 
Three weeks had fwiftly pafs'd away, 
And we grew fonder evVy day ; 
When I fell fick, — ^my mirth was o'er,— 
And Midnight never faw me more. 



THE 
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THE TALENTS OF AN 

EDINBURGH BLOOD. 

)^ AY what 's the caufe why half the town ext 
Unthinking Midnight as a joyous foul ? 
No ready humour, no inventive brain. 
No happy raillery, no pleafing vem ; 
No charming levity, no gleam of wit. 
No lively fally e'er efcap'd him yet. 
What rare endowments has this lad of spunk 
None — but themoble fpirit to get drunk ;-^ 
To roar lewd catches with a watchman's voia 
And drown the company in fmoke and noife j 
With bleft affurance, and undaunted ftare. 
To damp the modeft, and infult the fair j 
To clap the player who burlefques his part, 
And hifs a inafter acting from the heart ; 
To flake at billiards with unequal Ikill, 
And throw away his guineas with good will ; 

T 
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prey of iharpers^ — ^but the prince of fools, 

dine at Fortune's, and who fup at 
Poole's*; 

feaft in brothels on polluted charms, 

n kick the wretched flrumpets from his arms ; 

bully chairmen who demand a fare, 

beat the fentries for their friendly caref ; 
Dreak the lamps, whofe d — n'd detefted light 
uld fteal the beauties from his fav'rite, Night j 
inft Religion boldly to rebel, 

laugh at devils — while afraid of hell, 
this is he whom humble bucks admire, 

life of frolic, and the foul of fire :— 
:fe fons of vice confounding, by miftake, 

1 worthlefs wencher, and accompFilh'd rake. 



Fortune's and Poole's, two noted taverns in Edin- 

h. 

In Edinburgh, in place of watchm^ji^ tbey have a 

guard. 

'OL. I. G Mifchief 
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Mifchief with humour, wit with want of fenffi 
And liberality with wild expence ; 
Mirth with an uproar, friendihip with a bowl. 
And drinking bumpers with an honcft foul; 
Contempt of ruin with a want of care. 
And brutal rudenefs with a gallant air. 
Thus madnefs, vice, and ignorance unite. 
To form the Buck's example and delight. 



ON VIEWING THE REMAINS 

OF THE ROMISH CHAPEL, 

Beftroyed by the Edinburgh Mob. 

Disgraceful Ruins, with a Uufh I view, 
M7 country's infamy proclaim'd by you ! 
That fatal night, yon lucklefs Temple blaz'd, 
From Scottish annals ne'er can be eraz'd; 
Th' atrocious fury of fanatic rage 
Shall ftain the ftory of a polifh'd age. 

While 
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While future bards our noble deeds recite. 
They '11 mourn tJie madncfs of that fhameful night ; 
Perhaps, forgetting in this impious deed, 
How virtues flourifh, and how heroes bleed,— 
Forbid it, Juftice ! and, oh Mufe ! forbid 
The good fhould fuffer for what wretches did ! 
Shall Caledonians charadier be known 
From guilty lunatics fhe M blufli to own ? 
From fenfelefs zealots, who infult her laws. 
And raife fedition — in Religion^ s caufe ? 
A frantic rabble, whom the good and wife 
Beheld with rage, with pity, and furprife ? 
^Twas vain to threaten, and as vain to kneel. 
To bigots heated by inhuman zeal ; 
But oh ! bear witnefs how their fouls abhorr'd. 
Their lips lamented, and their hearts deplor'd ; 
And let thefe verfes to the candid tell, 
Kow I detefted thefe exploits of hell ! 

Gi To 
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To — — , Esq. 

X Muft confefs your fentiments are fine, 
Your maxims noble, and your ftyle divine; 
But, (ince no favage ever afted worfe, 
I think your morals are not worth a curfe. 



TO THE 

REV. DR DU CHERE*, 

ON A SERMON PREACHED IN 

THE OLD ENGLISH CHAPEL AT EDINBURGH, 

December lo. 1780. 

W ERE all mankind fo happy to combine 
In fuch a rational belief as thine, 
No broils, no maflucres, no civil rage. 
Would ftain the annals of the peaceful age ; 

• Publiflied in the Caledonian Mercury, December 16. 

No 
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No zealous feftary the torch would raife. 
No martyrs fuffer, and no temples blaze. 
Such heav'nly teniets the Creator loves, 
Reb'gion dictates, and the heart approves. 

Shall poor blind mortals impioufly confine, 
In narrow boundaries, the grace divine ? 
Shall wretched man ufurp his Maker's throne, 
And grant falvation to one fed alone ? 

Oh ! may the Deity accept the pray V, 
And fpread the fpirit of the mild Du Chere! 
Then, undiftinguifh'd, at misfortune's call. 
Shall god-like charity be Ihewn to all I 



TO 
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TO HONESTUS. 

X IIO' never form'd by crowds to be admir'd, 
With parts to ftrike, by wit to be iiifpir'd ; 
Tho' ne'er defign'd deep fcience to explore,—* 
Thy heart is honeft, which I value more ; 
I love thee better for thy gen'roiis foul. 
Than if thy knowledge reached from pole to pole. 
Tho' genius pleafe, and humour entertain. 
The flight impreflion cannot long remain; 
But you more lafting fentiments impart. 
Not charm the fancy,-— but engage the heart. 



AMASIA 
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AMASIA TO PHILARIO*. 

/H! where, Philario, are the joys of love, 
le lafting tranfports which I thought to prove ; 
lat heart-felt peace, that tranquil flate of mind, 
lat fweet repofe thou mad^ft me hope to find? 
! where thofe verdant meads, thofe fragrant 

flowVV 
hghtful groves, and love-inviting bow Vs ? 
here all their beauties, which thy fancy drew, 
: ever prefent, yet for ever new ? 
IS ! thefe fond illufions difappear, 
^ fun is fetting, and my night draws near ! 
at face, too lovely e'er to feel deca}% 
ames already the pale tint of clay ; 

The hint of part of tliis roem is taken from one of 
Rowe's Letters. 

That 
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That youthful bloom, immortal as the fkies, 
Kas loll; its luflre, and for ever dies ; 
The eye, that fparkled with a ray divine, 
Is dimm'd with weeping, and forgets to (hine ; 
The form, created to infpire delight. 
Becomes an objedl loathfome to the fight I 
The hand of death hangs heavy at my heart. 
And ftrange fenfations thrill thro' ev'ry part. 

What difmal phantoms in my fancy roll, 
Upbraid my wcaknefs, and diftrad: my foul ! ^ 
My dying parent in my fight appears. 
And flill her.counfels vibrate in my ears :— 
The words of wifdom from the tongue of truth, 
Too foon ncgledled by unthinking youth ! 
(The faint, expiring, with a fmile. approved 
My vows of exile from the man I lovM!) . 
Tho' weeping angels left the fldes for me. 
And kindly ftruggled for my foul with thee; 

The 
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The joys of paradifc, the pains of hell, 
My motlier^s precepts, and her fo;ul farewell. 
The love of vu'tue, and the fear of (liame, 
Were all forgotten for a lawlefs ftanic. 
For me the joys of fainthood had no charms ; 
I fought no heaven, bat Philario's arms! 
Deluded wretch ! a foul, impure like this. 
Could taftc no happinefs in heav'nly blifs ! 
Could I find joy ftraphic hymns to raifc. 
And join with angels in my Maker's praife ? 
A brighter flame ne'er glow'd in heart divine, 
But ah Philario ! all that love was thine! 
Still, dearcft youth, thy image fills my breaft, 
3ifturbs my pray'rs, and interrupts my* reft; 
This trembling heart, which foon fhall ceafe to 
it thy idea feels a vital lieat ; ► [beat ; 

The freezing blood again l^egins to flow, 
uid thefc pale features for a moment glow, 
n vain the finner ftruggles to be free, 
V^hofc foul's devoted lefs to God than thee; 
Vol. I. H For 
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For crimes fo great, fo obftinate as mine. 
Say what atonement heav'n could e'er enjoin? 
Can fruitlefs penitence her guilt remove, 
Who dies a martyr to a mortal's love > 
By what fiJfe rhetoric, what ma^c Ipell, 
Could'ft thou accompliih the defigns of hell? 
How paint, in colours brilliant as the fun. 
Crimes black as tbefe by which, I am undone? 

Farewell, ye regions of divine delight! 
My foul is (inking to the realms of night ! 
What horrors feize me, — hell 's already near,— 
The fentence paft, — impartial, tho' fevere I 
The vital fpark forfakes this frame of clay, , 
Which feels a total and a quick decay; 
But ah ! the foul po bleft oblivion knows f 
Juft heav'n forbids it e'er to tafte repofe; 
Witli nice fenfations it is doom'd to feel 
The keeneft anguiih, which no balm can heal; 

InfiamM 
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Inflam'd with tranlports of unquench'd defire, 

To fwim in torrents ofnmmortal fire ; 

To tofs in tempefts of infernal feas, 

And float on billows which no calms appeafe 1 

But,coald thefe tortures tear thee from my hearty 

I'd fmile at daemons,— and defy their art 1 

Tho' I was guiltlefs till feduc'd by thee. 
May heaven confine the punifhment to me ! 
When this frail form, of late fo much adored, 
Is, cold and lifelcfs, to the duft reftorM ; 
If e^er the ruin of a maid, once dear. 
Should check thy pleafures, and excite a tear> 
Gh! let the anguifli of the (hocking thought 
Infpire the lively penitence it ought ! 
May true contrition for the paft atone, 
And may I fufFer for our crimes alone ! 
From peaceful virtue may'ft thou never ftray, 
Bftt life, unclouded, calmly pafs away. 
Till fafely landed on that blifsful fhore 
Where guilt and forrow can torment no more! 
H 2 ft\sT* 
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But, is there then no hope for wretched me? 
Mull I be banifh'd both from heav'n and thee? 
Nfy dear fediicer, for thy viffim pray ! 
Reftore the innocence tiiou took'll away ! 
Implore for mercy to the wretch thou 'ft made, 
And fave the criminal thy arts betrayed ! 
Pour from the heart thy eloquence divine. 
And heav'n may lift en to a ftrain like thine ! 

Ah no ! — thy rhetoric would fruitlefs be ! 
A purer Advocate ihall plead for me ! 
A gleam of hope my fainting heart pervades,— 
I lofe the profpecl of infernal fhades ; 
The frightful forms, that revePd in my eyes. 
Appear no longer, and forbear their fighs ; 
A voice, far fweeter than the lute's foft ftrains, 
Tlius feems to whifper, and to footh my pains j 
" Thou ChjU of Sorrow, tho' thy fins be great 
'* Tho' juft tliy fentence, and tho' mild thy fate 



TRIFLES IN VERSE. 6i 

" Yet GOD all merciful, all good, all wife, 
*' Who views thy weakncfs^ with a father's eyes, 
" AttacM by vice in virtue's garb array *d, 
" AUur'd by pkafure, and by love betray 'd; 
'^ Who lees thy penitence, and deep defpair, 
" Forgives thy errors, and accepts thy pray'r V* 

I DIE, PhilarioI' — but my fpirit flies 
To mix with fcraphs in their naave ikies ! 
In thefe bright regions WE ihall meet once more. 
To feel a paffion purer than before ; 
To dwell together, where no cares annoy. 
In conftant VIRTUE, and eternal JOY! 

THE MAN OF VIRTUE'S 

ADDRESS TO THE NIGHT. 

JLjET villains languilh for departing light. 
And hail with raptures the return of Night ; 
Let them prefer thy treacherous difgnife. 
Which fcreens the guilty from the good and wife ; 

That 
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That gives the wanton liberty to rove 
With beaftly Bacchus, and polluted love ; 
That guides in fafety the unfaithful fpoufe 
To (lain her honour, and to break her vows ; 
That hides the blufhes of the wilhing maid. 
When, half-complying, on the couch fhe^s laid; 
That leads the footfteps of the mean and bafe 
To purchafe pleafure by a friend's difgrace ; 
That gives prote6Hon to the ruffian band. 
And lends its covert to the murderer's hand.-^ 
Let rapine's fons the peaceful noon decry. 
But give me funfhine and a chearful flcy [ 
No bafe ddign I tremble to dilplay. 
But own my afitions in the face of day ; 
Let lufl and villany delight in thee, — 
But Day was made for innocence *and met 
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OF LATIN VERSES AND SENTENCES, 

DESIGNED AS MOTTOS FOU PERIODICAL PAPERS. 



Scribimus indo^i, do^lque. HoR. 

The itch of fcribbling feizes wife and fool ; 
And they muft teach who fcarce have been at Ichool. 



Accidit in punilOy quid non fperatur in anno. 

The blifs this very moment may appear 
We fcarce prefum'd to hope for in a year. 

Jnveni portum. Spes et fortuna, valet e / 
Sat me lujijiis; ludite nunc aliis/ 

I've landed fafely on a friendly fliore, 
Where hope and fortune can deceive no more. 

Secure 
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Secure from teinpcfts in my peaceful port, 
T '11 laugh at others who are made their fport. — 
Adieu, ye idols of the young and vain ! — 
Too well I know you to be fool'd again. 

Cb mihi prateritos refer at Jh Jupiter annos ! 

Ye gracious gods ! my former days reftore, 
With all the relilh that they had before ! 
Give back each blifs without the power to cloy ! 
Or give me manhood with an infant's joy ! 

Genus et virtus ^ niji cum re, vilior alga ejt. 

In vain you boaft your noble birth, 
Superior parts, and inward worth ; 
Unlefs you bloom in fortune's fmile, 
Your fweets are loft, — no weed *s fo vile. 



Bis 
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Lis Jat, qui cito ilat. 

Ah! why delay the long-cxpeftcd boon? [foon! 
Since gifts are doubled — when they 're granted 

Quicqiiidagunt homines ^votum^ timory ira, volvpias, 
Caudia^ difcurfuSy nojlri eji farogo lihelli. 

Here man in all his attitudes appears, 
With all his hopes, his wiihes, and his fears ; 
His joy, his grief, his converfe, and debate. 
Love, paflion, pleafure, jealoufy, and hate : 
Whate'er the buftling fons of earth purfue 
Our little volume fets before your view. 

Vol. L I Tempora 
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Tempora mutantur, et nos mufamur in Hits. 

The times are chang'd, but not their change fo 
As is our prefent from our former ftate ; [great 
The cares of man fucceed the joys of youth, 
To love ambition, and deceit to truth; 
In place of confidence fufpicions rife. 
And gen'rous friendfhip policy fupplies ; 
New paflions rage, too ftrong to be controlled. 
The thirft of grandeur, and the love of gold. 
Farewell the feeling, or the thoughtlefs foul!— 
Self-int'reft only aftuates the whole ! 



SOLITUDE 
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SOLITUDE IN GRIEF, 

J\ Generous friend, to (hare in evVy woe, 
Is all the comfort hopelefs wretches know ; 
But when condemn^ without a friend to ligh. 
Oh ! let no other of mankind be nigh! 
May the indifferent never hear me groan. 
But let me languifli and defpair alone ! 

ROEBUCK TO RAKEHELL. 

1 Own I *ve tafted the delights of vice. 
Nay, tafted freely — more than once or twice ; 
But, ere I quaff'd th' intoxicating bowl, 
I felt a conflid in my youthful foul ; 
I fipp'd the pleafing poifon by degrees. 
Not boldly gulp'd it with your matchlefs eafe : 
The fubtile venom, creeping thro' my frame. 
In time imparted its deftruftive flame; 

1 2 Then 
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Then, ftep by ftep, from vice to vice J ran, 
And reacli'd at laft the licight where you began. 
Howe'er irregular my conduft be, 
Exped no favour, no applaufe from me; 
Tho' to my ihare not many virtues fall, 
I love not wretches who have none at all ; 
I fympathife wi:h him who goes aftray. 
But hate the heart that knows no better way; 
That ne'er acknowledg'd Virtue's peaceful reign. 
Or, when it left her, wifli'd to turn again; 
That never felt fweet innocence within, — 
Dcprav'd by nature, not feduc'd to fin. 
To me no more your early crimes relate. 
They raife my horror, and excite my hate. 
Away! To monllers like yourfelf repair. 
And feek for praifcs and attention there ! 

Roebuck. 
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A BALLAD, 

ON THE ILLUMINATION FOR THE ACQUITTAL 

OF LORD G E G N. 

Edinbw'gk, Feb, 9. 1781. 
TuNE^ — <^ A cobler there was, 6^.*' 

vJLD Graybeard cries out to the mob, in a- 

maze, 
What^s the matter, my friends, the whole town's 

in a blaze ? 
The cobler, the tailor, the flavc of the forge. 
Exclaim in one voice, ^' They 've acquitted Lord 

G e." 

Derry down, ifc. 

'* A mighty good reafon to make fuch a fufs ! 
(Cries Graybeard again; what the plague 's that 
to us ? 



Is 
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Is this your refped: for the Proteftant Caufe, 
To pelt fober cits, and to laugh at the lawsf 
Derry down, 6c. 

The rabble reply, " We want nought but a 
joke, 
And the citizens light — left their windows be 

broke;" " 
Give us a pretence, uncontroU'd, to do evil. 
And you and Lord Gjj j e may go both to tlie 






devil." <© Der/y down, eSrc. 

TO THE MEMORY OF 

CAPTAIN BRUCE, 

WHO DIED IN THE SEVENTEENTH YEAR 
OF HIS AGE. 

Edinburgh, February ly. 1781. 

iriO W weak, how foolifh, and how vain is man I 
His frame how feeble, and how fliort his fpan! 

The* 
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Tho' Fortune nursM thee in the lap of wealtli ; 
Tho' grac'd with beauty and the bloom of health ; 
Tho' Art and Nature fondly had confpir'd 
To form their darling fit to be admir'd ; 
Tho' Virtue gloried in thy profp'rous ftate. 
And baleful Envy pin^d with fecret hate ; 
Yet ah ! how impotent thy worth to fave. 
Or wealth to buy thee from an early grave ! 
The youth who fhone the gayeft of the gay. 
Is now a carcafe of uftwigjdy clay • 
That form, created but for love and joys^ 
Corruption feizes, and the worm deftroysl 

To this fad fccne let vanity repair. 
And learn humility and wifdom there ! 
Let tbofe who envied what thou waft before. 
Behold with pity, and repine no more ! 
May WE, inftrufted by thy fudden fall, 
Be ever ready at the Ihorteft call ! 

Let 
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Let iricin remember his uncertain flay. 
Nor proudly proniife on a future day; 
For loon the ikuiteft to the ftroke may bow, 
And be to-morrow — dust, — as thou art novf 



DELICACY. 

TO . 

xiOVVE'ER cfteem'd, you want that pleafmg 
Thofe namelefs graces tliat engage the heart ; [art, 
I own your wifdoni, and your worth extol, 
But yet I cannot love you for my foul. 
When all benevolence and friendly zeal. 
You wound more keenly thofe you wifli to heal ; 
Unlkiird to mitigate a friend's diftrefs. 
You add new tortures, when you'd make themlefs. 
No pity ftrongcr, and no purfe more free. 
Yet fe\0 dare venture to folicit thee ; 
Tho' none e*er granted with a better. will. 
So harlli your manner that your mercies lull : 

The 
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^ i-C ions of poverty your bounties ihare, 
^ er Idclom blcis you for your pious care. 
A is not the mere ambition, lo do good,— 
I T he art ofgruittg muft be undeiilood : 
To foften mifery, yet fave bis pride, 
And place the favour on the donor's lide ; 
To fooih, to fweeten, and to Ihare his woes. 
The Man of Delicacy only knov\s. 



IMAGINATION. 

jfjiS if misfortunes were in fad too rare, 
Lmagination likewife gives its fliare; 
Our real ills inflifl: no greater pain 
Than tbefe abfurd chimeras of the brain : 
Tho' all the gifts of Fortune we poffefs, 
Our fancy 's haunted by fome feignM diftrefs. 
Which mingles poifons in the cup of joys, 
Invades our flumbers^ and our peace defti'oys ; 
Vol. I. K The 
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The fickly fancy even can impofe 
Fictitious forrows on fubffatntial woes. 
But let nie rather, oh relentlefs Fate! 
Endure the rigour of thy utmoft hate. 
Than thus be fubjedl to a daemon's pow'r. 
Who finds new niiferies for ev Vy hour I 

TO THE 

PEDAGOGUES OF GREAT BRITAIN*. 

W HY wretched Pedants, will you boaft your 
To teach a fcience which you know fo ill ? [fldll 
His native tongue like Tully could you fpeak. 
Or with Demosthenes difpute in Greek, 

* Thefe gentlemen, have been pleafed to give the name 
of Humanity to the knowledge of Greek and Latiny— tho' 
themfelves are a fet of as inhuman people as any I know. 
From this, like every general rule, there are many excep- 
tions, — but I could wifh they were ftill more numerous. 
—I am happy, however, to reckon amongft them, my much 
refpedled teacher, the late Mr Dobie of Kelfo* 

Yet 



/ 
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Yet flill your knowledge would be all in vain; — 
Nor Greek, nor Latin makes a man humane. 
Can you infill what Pedants never felt? 
Or can dry Claflics teach the heart to melt? 
When paffion calls can Grammar Rules control ? 
Or Mair, or Ruddiman refine the foul? 

Alas ! how little you poffefs the art 
To gain, to mollify, to mend the heart ! 
No tender paffion could you ever move, 
But always operate by fear, not love. 
WoAd you henceforth Barbarity profefs. 
You M furely praw^ife it with more fuccefs; 
At leaft, while Tyranny you thus maintain. 
You ne^er ffiould boaft Humanity again. 



K2 TO 
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TO MY DOG. 

IIOW bled were I, were all my friends fo true, . 

So fond, fo conftant, and fo kind as y(;u ! 

Then, happy change ! no more fhould I behold 

Relations fpiteful, and companions cold ; 

No ra()re my confidents betray their truft. 

And cruel flandcrers no more unjuft. 

But fuch fidelity (oh dire difgrace ! ) 

Is rarely met with in the human race I 

Yet Man ufurps the univerfal throne. 

While BiiUTES can teach him virtues not his own. 

THE SLAVE OF CARE. 

Maxivellheughy near Kelfo, — 1780, 

XN former times^ when here I us'd to ftray, 
Sweet was the night, and happy was the day ! 
I trodc on flowVs, and breath'd the fragrant air. 
To thought a (Iranger, iind a foe to Care ; 

No 
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No wifh I fell, the future caus'd no fear, 

No hour I dreaded, if it left me here ; — 

To dwell for ever in this fvvcet retreat 

Was all the blefling I iinplor'd of Fate ; — 

No glory fir'd, lio vain deiire to rove, 

Nor fame, nor fortune yet had pow'r to move. 

Alas ! how chang'd ! how flow the minutes 
By daynopleafure,andbynightnofleepl [creep ! 
My heart forgets whatever it prizM before, 
It feels new paflions, and is bleft no more ! 
Now pufF'd with hope, now tortur'd with fufpence^ 
I '11 blefs the moment which fhall call me hence. 
Quick ! let me fly this dull abode of Care ! — 
In vain ! — the monfl:er follows ev'ry where ! 
Nor here, nor there, nor yonder does he fl:ay. 
But ev'ry region feels his baneful fway. 

T^E man contented with his humble lot. 
Can fittd felicity in ev'ry fpot ; 

But 
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But wretched mortals who at Fate repine, . 
Opprefs'd with wifhes and deiires like nun^, 
In queft of peace, may roam where-e^er they wH, 
But Care inceffantly fhall haunt them ftill ! 
We try in folitude to footh our pain. 
But there defpair and gloomy horrors reign. 
For us fociety affords no joys, 
Wit is impertinence, good humour noife ; 
No found delights, no fcene attrafts the eye. 
And poaip and beauty pafs unlieeded by ; 
No fofc impreflion any objed mJikes^ 
No mirth gives pleafure to the heart that aches. 
We blunt the witty, and we check the wild. 
Affront the modeft, and infult the mild ; 
Negleft the beautiful, the plain defpife. 
Deride the foolifh, contradid the wife, 
D^prefs the merry, and provoke the bold, 
Offend the youthful, and difgufl the old ; 
We damp the frolic, four the friendly bowl. 
And fpread the malady from foul to foul. 

Tell 
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Tell me, fome gentle fpirit, tell me where 
The wretch may hide him from confumpiiveCare ? 
Tell me, ye children of eternal joy, 
Whofe perfe^ happinefs no cares annoy » 
Tell me, ye favourM minifters of God, 
The path that leads us to fome bleft abode ! 
But ah ! ye cannot tell me where to fly ! 
For Iiad you wilhes, you were curs'd as 1 1 

Whatever the prize fo ardently defu-'d, 
We know no pleafure '-till it be acquirM ; 
Perhaps the bauble fcarce may be enjoy'd 
Before the fickly appetite is cloy'd ; 
But fhould its beauties vanifh in an hour. 
Oh ! gracious Fortune ! put it in my pow'r I 



To 
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To Mrv 



STUDENT OF PHYSIC, EDINBURGH. 



A. 



lH I why the fii-ft of all your father's race 
Have you thus wander' J from your native place? 
Why fcorn'd the meaiinefs of your fam'ly tradC; 
And thus in phylic's endlefs mazes ftray'd > 
In time, in{lru»5led with paternal care. 
You might have made the beft of potter's ware; 
But never, never can you reach the plan 
To mend the brittle earthen-iuare of Man. 
Again to Staffordshire with fpeed repair, 
And try your primitive employment there ; 
Refign the healing art to brighter fouls. 
And turn your fludies to the making bowls ; 
Monro's Anatomy be all forgot, 
Be your's the Bafon, and the Porter Pot ! 
In thefe your native arts you '11 furely fhine. 
And rule at laft Newcastle-under-Line*. 

• From whence the gentleman originally came. 
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To Mr , Edinburgh. 

r ROM thieves and murderers you wifely fly. 
To airy lodgings thirteen ftories high • 
Securely there you count your darling pelf, 
bid ne'er behold a Rafcal — but yourlclf. 
^gainft your coffers rogues in vain confpire,— 
Jut Lord have mercy, if your houfe take fire ! 



To Mr 



THEATRE ROYAL, EDINBURGH. 

DELIEVE mc. Coxcomb, vainly you eiidea- 
5y big bombaft to gain the public favour ; [vour^ 
iowe'er deprav'd the judgment of the town, 
four vile grimaces never will go down. 
H fuch attempts no longer then engage, 
5ut try your fortune on a humbler flage ; 
Md Royal Theatres a long adieu, 
^nd fhine-the Garrick of fomc flroUing crew. 
Vol. I. L DEDI- 
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DEDICATION 

OF A SMALL COLLECTION OF MY POEMS. 

To my Friends* 

When firft enamour'd of Poetic Fame, 
I felt, or fancied the infpiring flame : 
No heir fucceeding to his fire 's eftate. 
No lucky upftart when he firft grows great; 
No faithful lover, when the bafhful ftir 
Seems firft propitious to his amorous pray'r; 
No courtier juft promoted to a place; 
No faint juft kindled by the call of grace ; 
No gamefter throwing a decifive die. 
E'er felt more lively ecftafies than I. 
I read with pleafure ev'ry aukward line. 
And blefs'd with gratitude the gracious Nine ; 
Again I fcribbled, with new fury fir'd. 
Again perus'd them, and again admir'd ; 

Such 



TRIFLES IN VERSE. 83 

Such charms I found in ev^ry far-fetch*d rhyme, 
I fondly fancied Milton lefs fublime, 
Not Pope fo fmooth, nor Prior half fo free, 
And lofty Dryden could not vie with me. 
What fanguine hopes my boyilh fancy drew. 
What plealing prolpedls rofe before my view J 
The time I pidur'd when the Prefs fliould groan 
With thofe bclovM Productions of my own ; 
I faw my Works applauded to the fkies, 
Extolled by wits, and valuM by the wife ; 
My friends, exulting, view me with, delight, 
My foes at diftance murmur out their fpite. 
Sweet dreams of folly, why fo fliort your ftay? 
Ah I why did reafon drive fuch dreams away ? 
Malicious Time, that reftified my tafte,. 
My air-built hopes of happinefs defacM ; 
What charmM at firft, my judgment now corrects. 
And wondering found they wanted not defects ; 
My labours loft their wonted pow'r to pleafe. 
And all their follies ftruck me by degrees ; 

L2 I 
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I found it vairi to alter and eraze, 
So fet the deathlefs fonnets in a blaze. 

Tho' undeceivM, the fit return'd again, 
My verfe was better, but my heart lefs vain;*' 
To humbler objects now my hope extends, — 
To lighten leifure, and amufe my Friends. 
With all my follies, I am much too wife 
To truft thefe Trifles to impartial eyes } 
Secure of judges biafs'd in my caufe, 
I hope, nay honeftly, expect applaufe. 
Could you but read with half fo much delight 
As thefe poor Verfes give me while I write. 
Then heav'n has granted all your Poet's aim. 
Who feeks no profit, and purfues no fame *. 

♦ The Author had not at this time the flighteft in- 
tendon of publication. 

THE 
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THE SUICIDE. 

TO ALEXIS. 

1 IS paft my friend ! my deftiiiM coiirfe is run, 
^y cares are finifli'd, and my hopes are done I 
Tie fcenes of life now vaniih from my light, 
.nd lofe their horrors in eternal night ! 
>h Peace I thou ftranger to my anxious fareaft, 
1 death I '11 find thee ! — furely THERE is reft ! 
'11 go with pleafure to that peaceful ihore, 
Vhere guilty love fliall ne^er torment me more ; 
There gain that eafe which here I feck in vaip, 
^nd death extinguifh love, and all its pain ! 
)ft have I tried to check the guilty flame, 
iot tried in vain, — it ftill remained the fame, 
^ain my refolves, — and vain thy counfel proves, 
Ldvice avails not to the wretch who loves ! 
""hro' diftant regions vainly do I rove, 
)'er boundlefs oceans vainly fly from love ;. 

la 
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In vain I hide me from the folar light, 
And feek for fhelter in the gloom of night; 
Thro' defert paths I vainly take my way ; — 
He (liil purfues me wherefoe'er I ftray. 
With ftrength unequal to the tafk I ftrive ;— 
To quench my paflion, I muft ceafe to live. 
To might fuperior I am forc'd to yield ; 
I 've loft the combat, and muft quit the field." 
Is it a crime for wretches to refign 
A life of pain fo exquifite as mine ? 
Is it unjutt to caft my load away, 
In fearch of quiet to new worlds to ftray ? 
For here Misfortune mark'd me as her own, 
And peace and pleafure were to me unknown; 
Unhallow'd love did ev'ry joy control. 
And mirth was banifh\l from my gloomy foul ; 
Corroding grief ftill rankled in my heart. 
From whence nofldll could draw the poifon'ddart 
I never fhir'd the boafted joys of love. 
But all Jiis tortures hourly did I prove. 

- Tfaei 
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Then welcome, Death! — Oh bring thy friendly 
And let my forrows in the grave be laid, [aid, 

Before me ftands the precious deadly bowl. 
This ihall give quiet to the love-fick foul! 
This is the paflport to the realms of reft. 
And this (hall waft me to th' immortal blefs'd ! 
Sooth*d with the profpeft of a fweet repofe, 
I lofe my horrors, and forget my woes. 



I 'vE drank the potion which procures me peace. 
Now all my forrows, life, nay Love, ihall ceafel 
I '11 fly to regions free from guilt and pain, 
Where baneful paflion ne'er fliall wound again. 

The fubtle poifon flies thro' ev'ry vein, 

Congeals my blood, and riots round my brain; 

Alas ! how vain were ev'ry human art 

To .flop my foul juft ready to depart 1 

Soon 
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Soon V ill this feeble, flutt'riug life be fled. 
And I for ever numbered with the dead ! 
One earihly blifs alone I would implore, — 
To cbfp Alexis to my heart once more; — 
But vain the wifli ! — ^far diftant is the way, 
And one fhort minute only can I ftay. 
May Heav'n profufe its favours pour on thee. 
And grant thofe bleflings it denied to me ! 
On earth tlie joys of innocence be thine ! 
In life immortal happinefs divine ! — 
Of lawlefs love the viftim and the flave. 
Unfit to live, I feek an early grave ; 
There will Ihide my crimes, and my deipair. 
And there forget that Anna e'er was fair. 



My foul hut waits to whifper, ere it fly. 
That wretched ftill, yet ffiU thy friend, I die! 



OpprcfsM 
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»prefs*d with terror, guilt, and all its pains, 
iendfliip iinfullied, unimpaired remains ! 
' life was dreadful ! — death itfelf appears 
•charg'd with horrors, infamy, and fears ! 
lither, oh whither! fhall I fly for peace? 

are my forrows never doomM to ceafe ? 
what far deferts, or what peaceful climes, 
lB guilty beings hide them from their crimes? 
e after age fhall flowly roll away, 
t this curs'd being ne'er fhall feel decay ! 
is brittle frame, O Death ! thou canfl control, 
t can thy pow'r annihilate the foul ? 

! could'fl: thou guide me to fome gloomy deep, 
d lull my fpirit in eternal fleep ! 
bleft oblivion could my fins be hid, 

gladly mingle with the peaceful dead ! 
s ! fuch flumbers I fliall never know, 
: wake for ever in the world of woe ! 
fumpt'ous wretch ! Pve rais'd my guilty hand 
linft my Maker's firft and clnef command ! 
^OL. I. M ' Can 
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Can vain remorfe the fatal deed recal ? 
Or fruitlcfs penitence avert my fall? 

Ch I Thou to whom all mercy does belong! 
Excufe the blindnefs that has led me wrong! 
Look down with pity, bounteous King of Heaven 
And let thy finful creature be forgiven ! 
Let hope, O Father ! chear the gloom of deaths 
Nor thus defpairing let me yield my breath ! 
May thy compaflion to a wretch be (hewn, 
And let my forrows for my fins atone ! 
Exhauft thy vengeance on my mortal part, 
Thefe racking finews, and this aching heart! 
Eut while in extacies of pain I roll. 
Oh ! pour thy healing balfams on the foul! 

But life no longer can fupport the load ! 
Receive my fpirit, oh moft gracious God I 
In rhy blcft prefence let my foul awake. 
And fave, oh fave me ! for thy mercy's fake! 

Leander. 
SUS 
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SUSCEPTIBILITY. 

HAT peace can e'er this foolifli heart poffcfs, 
ch trifles elevate, and whims deprefs ? 

hour exulting in ideal joys, 
'eakly founded that the next deftroys ; 

change more foolilh, and more groundlefs 
le beneath imaginary ill ; [ftill^ 

heart, fufceptible of ev'ry touch, 
merely feels it, but it feels too much ! 
in this tendernefs a charm I find, 
uch a pleafing, painful, namelefs kind, 
t, rapt in blifs, or bleeding with diflrefs, 
J heart can never wifli to feel it lefs* 



M 2 WRIT- 
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WRITTEN ON THE 

BANKS OF ESK. 



'Ti 



WAS jointly Art and Nature's talk 
To deck the gay romantic Esk; 
Such lovely groves adorn thy fide, 
So fmoorh thy limpid waters glide, 
The ftream where firft I fought the Nine 
Can boaft uo fweeter banks than thine ; 
But did thy rural charms exceed 
'My dear delightful native Tweed, 
Yet all thefe beauties could not pleafe 
A heart, like mine, but ill at eafe. 

AN EVENING'S WISH. 

X E gentle, vifionary pow'rs, 
Who guard us in our midnight hours 1 
Accept for once a wretch's pray'r. 
And grant a fweet refpite from care ! 



C 
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3h ! let my heart forget to ache, 
\ncl tafte the joys oft wiili'd awake ! 
^or let me riie again to forrow. 
Jut realize my dreams to-morrow ! 



DESPONDENCY. 

Ni O more in expeftation tofs'd, 
watch the coming of the Poft; 
aid at the Horn's deluiive founds 
^o more my heart with rapture bounds ; 
o- oft deceived, my foiol forgets 
romotions. Letters, arid Gazettes ; 
or never Mail to me has brought 
'he bleffing that I vainly fought ; 
lor do I find the News I want 
I Advertiser, nor Courant. 

THE 
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THE ABUSE OF TIME. 

)!3 INCE life 's io ihort, ah I why fliould cares em- 
A fmgle minute that we might enjoy ? [ploy 
Since days and years depart fo wond^rous faft, 
Why lofe the prefent, and regret the paft? 
The hour that flighted, or detefted flies. 
Becomes all lovely only as it dies ; 
When gone, how charming does the day appear, 
That feem'd inlipid while it lingered here .' 
We vainly murmur and upbraid their ftay, 
Yet figh for minutes that we We wiih'd awayj 
We deck the future in a thouland charms, 
Yet Time is hateful while within our arms ;— 
The fleeting moment dies, to be no more, 
And feems iUll fweeter than it did before. 
All Time is pleafing — but the prefent hour,-^ 
Yet not another lies within our power ! 
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A MODERATE PRAYER. 

iN O more my flutt'riag heart is fii'd. 

With one weak wifti to be admirM; 

I only crave to be exempt, 

Alike, from envy and contempt ; 

I '11 live content, unknown to fauic, — 

But let me never tafte of ihame ! 

EXTEMPORE 

IN INVERESK CHURCH-YARD. 

1 HE clods beneath thefe turfs that lie. 
Were once fuch anxious things as I ; 
And Time, whofe flight has murder 'd them, 
Shall quickly render me the fame. 
Ah ! why fliould mortals vainly (igh 
For pleafures that fo foon rauft die? 
Thro' life fliould Fortune deign to fmile, 
l.'er blefTings arc not worth our while. 
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CREDULUS TO MALEVOLUS. 

\JF all the vices that degrade our race, 
I give Ingratitude the blackeft place; 
Where-e'er that noxious weed has taken groundj 
No feeds of virtue ever can be found ; 
TJie fire's attention, and the tutor's toil. 
Can raife no h^rveft on that barren foil. 
Yet you, who flatter'd me fo much of late. 
Now keenly brand me with the vice I hate. 
Believe me, Sir, the accufation's wrong! 
I 've felt your kindnefs, and Ihall feel it long! 
Still ihall my memory your gifts recal. 
And ftill my heart be grateful for them all ! 

Come! let us take a fhort, but full review 
Of all the favours I received from you ! 
Firft then, I owe you, hackney'd fon of art, 
Frofcllions, ftrong — but foreign to the heart;— 
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Of praifes, promifes, and gifts of tongue, 
A gooclly fhare, — for I was vain and young ; 
^ly foul had never form'd a bafe defign^ 
And fondly fancied ev'ry heart like mine ; 
You knew me credulous, as full of truth. 
And took advantage of my eafy youth. 
Kor was my property your only prey, 
My reputation too you took away ; 
Whatever my folly had reveaPd to you, 
My faults and foibles met the public view; 
Nor were my errors honefily bciray^d^ 
For evVy failing took a deeper fliade ; 
Nor only publiih'd to the common throng, 
Who car'd not whether I went right or wrong, 
But bafely whifper'd in the friendly ear. 
Where mofl I lov'd, and wiih'd to be moll dear. 

Tell me, my Patron, how can I reward 
Your lail: and flrongeft inftance of regard > 
When, urg'd by dire neceflity alone, 
I humbly deign'd to ailc you for my own ; 

Vol. I. N What 
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What right had giv*n, were pity laid afide, 
This fimple ad of juftice was denied; 
Nor, tho* my future fortune was at ftake^ 
Did you e'er change one mufcle for my fake. 

Is this the man I We often heard exprefs 
The deepeft forrow for a feignM diftrefs? 
On fome romantic heroine you M wait. 
As if your peace depended* on her fate; 
Her griefs you 'd mourn, her happinefs yoa'd 
Yet was my fate unworthy of your care I [fbarc, 

With bleft benevolence your words wen 
fraught. 
But did you ever pradHfe what you taught? 
This was your precept — *' To your neighbour dc 
*' Juft as you wifli mankind to deal by you !" 
Tliis noble leflbn can you well obfcrve. 
Yet leave your hungry creditors to ftarve? 
Too well have all your kindred underftood 
This Man of Feeling fcom'd the ties of blood; 

Th 
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The world has found^ from many a grofs deceit. 
This Man of Morals but a common cheat. 
The ftrangcr 's welcome to your roof, you fay. 
Yet weary wand'rers turn another way ;— . 
And tho* your manfion is to all fo free. 
You fhut your hofpitable gates on me. 

One great advantage has the man fupplied 
Whom nature pointed out to be my guide : 
Too foon I ^m taught, by you fo much deceived. 
That be who flatters muft not be believM ; 
I Ve learn'd that malice lurks beneath a fmile. 
And fair profeflions hide the heart cf guile ; — 
That men but feldom are what they appear*;-— 
A ufeful fcience, — but I ^'e bought it dear ! 

♦ This expreffion is certainly too fevere, — ^but, in the 
circmnftances we ruppofe Credulus to be, I do not think 
it unnatural. If deceived by thofe in whom we have pla- 
ced the moft implicit confidence, we are apt to form a bad 
opinion of the world in general; and blind credulity often 
roufes into gloomy fufpicion. 

N2 THE 
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' THE CONFLICT. 

Capricious Nature, wlw haft thou con- 
Such glaring contrarities of mind ? [ join'd 

Why mingled paflions that fo ill agree. 
And lodg'd tliefe inconfiftencies in me : 
The roving fancy, with the feeling heart ; 
The wifh to wander, with the dread to part? 
Affedion holds, ambition drags away, 
And make me wretched, or to go, or ftay! 

GLOOMY REFLECTIONS 

IN LONDON. 

U E AR gentle Mufe, thou balm to ev'ry wound ! 
Now firft I meet thee upon Engi^ish ground! 
The Son of Sorrow, and the Slave of Care, 
Thy prcfencc long prcferv'd me from defpair ! 

Oh! 
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Oh ! once again the friendly prop rcftore,-*- 
Tojr never, never, did I want it more ! 
If heretofore I felt the frowns of fate. 
How much more painful is my prefcnt ftate ! 
Baulk'd of each wifli, and ev'ry pray V denied. 
No hope to footh me, and no friend to guide ; 
Thro' life's dark mazes blindly muft I itray. 
Mo Father's hand to point the proper way ! 
rhe humbleft paths for ever doom'd to tread, 
Let my ambition flumber with the dead ! 
Vly profpeft 's blafted. Fortune's fpring is o'er ; 
My Patron, Friend, and Father, is no more ! 
[Contempt may fting, and poverty may gall, 
3ut filial forrow far outweighs them all 1 

When death invincible aflaulted thee, 
3h! didft thou. Father, deign to thhik of me? 
Did not the bcft of wives one thought employ ? 
3r didfl thou breathe one blefling on thy boy ? 

Not 
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Not one misfortune preys upon my mind; 
The fondeft Mother too is left behind;— 
Not for my abfence only doom'd to mourn, 
She weeps a hulband never to return ! 
Why fhould a foul that feels the flighteft touch, 
Be doom'd, oh Fortune! to endure fo much? 
If I inherit not her noble heart. 
Yet mine is tender, and decreed to fmart ! 
Alas ! how hard the keeneft pangs to prove, 
When far divided from whatever I love ! 
Here do I figh, unnotic'd and unknown. 
In Britain's crowded capital alone ! 
Oh London ! boafted relidence of joy. 
In thee can cares moleft, or grief deftrqy? 
Alas ! wliat wretches fadly anfwer this !— 
And I can join them with a heart-felt *' yes V* 



T( 
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TO THE MEMORY OF 

MAJOR MARJORIBANKS*, 

Late of the i^th Regiment of Foot. 

Unskilled in verfe, I boall no Poet's art. 
No Mufe infpires me, but a feeling heart ; 
In fweeter flrains might nobler Bards relate. 
But ah! they could not more lament thy fate \ 

Tho' war's fatigues impaired thy manly frame, 
Thy heart yet panted with the love of fame ; 
Nor waft thou only eager of applaufe, 
Thy zeal was ardent in Britannia's caufe. 
When gallant Stuart gave the glad command 
To fight and vanquifli the rebellious band f , 

• Pabliflied in the London Chronicle, the Public Adver- 
tifer, and other London Papers. 

t At £Qtaw-Springs, in S. Carolina, \fhere Major Mar- 
joribanks commanded the right wing of the little arm^, 
Sept. 9th 1 781 Sec London Gazette, Feb. 2d 1782. 

Stiff 
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StilT with the toils of more than thirty years, 
A(!!live as youth the Veteran appears ; 
1 he lamp of life that gleam'd witli feeble ray, 
liiiecm'ci to rckiiuUc for that glorious day; 
Death for a little kindly quits his prize. 
To gain new honours ere he feek the Ikies; 
The fliatter'd nerves their wonted ftrength renew, 
The hand is ftcady as the heart is true; 
The pnlfe beats meafure to the martial ftrain. 
The blood flows freely, and takes fire again ; 
Swift to the field of vidlory he flies. 
Returns with glory, — and contented dies. 

A FRIEND to merit, gallant Soldier, pays 
This little tribute of impartial praife*. 
Oh ! could thy fliade amongft its joys enrol 
This humble homage of an honeft foul ! 

♦ A fon may eafily be fufpefted of partiality toward 
a father; yet few, I believe, who knew Major Marjori 
banks, will fay I have done him more than juflice. 

Bu 
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But ah ! no Poet's theme, no People's love, 
K'o Prince's favour reach the realms above 1 
Wreathe crowns of laurel for the Ihhig head ;— ^ 
Nor tombs, nor trophies can reward the dead. 

But if, unnoticM and unknown, there bfe 
A youth indebted for his birth to thee, 
Whofe foul, like thine, has felt the martial fire^ 
And fondly longs to emulate his fire ; 
Shall Britain fufier aijy plant of thine 
To bloom obfcurely, and negle»5led pine? 
Shall haughty wealth prefumc to fcorn thy bl6od, 
And cold contempt to nip him in the bud ? 
Muft he, while yet he weeps a father's fally 
Lofe, haplefs youth ! his fortune, friends, and all ? 
Muft ev'ry hope that e'er he fondly drew. 
Die too with thee, and vanifh from his view > 
And muft thy widow'd wife at once deplore 
Thy fon's misfortunes, and thyfelf no mere? 

Vol. I. O Eliall 
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Shall not thy Prince, to juftice ftill awake. 
Adopt thy offspring for his ftthcr's fake ? 
Yes ! let him tread the noble paths you Ve done, 
And royal goodnefs fliall proteft thy fon I 
That with the widow's tears fhall mingle fmiles, 
And, wert thou confcious, would repay thy toils. 

IMPROMPTU. 

W HEN a favour comes of will, 
'Tis a heavy burthen ftill ; 
Meanly won, and fondly fought, 
^Tis a purchafe dearly bought ; 
But to aflc, and alk in vain,— 
Heav^is! my heart will burft in twain! 

TO A BEGGAR. 

JdROTHER Beggar, why approach 
Splendor lolling in his coach? 
Why for pity vainly fue. 
Where that virtue never grew? 
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Light to him a ftate appears 
Which he neither feels, nor fears,— 
Wifely feek the wretch like me, 
UsM to beg, — and beg like thee ; 
He who bows the knee to pride, 
Humbly aflcs, — and is denied ; 
He whofe heart is rack'd to find 
Want purfuing clofe behind ! 
Take, my friend, this mite from me,— 
^Tis but little, but 'tis free ! 
If to thee it feems confined. 
Blame my fortune, not my mind ! 
Ten times ampler were my ftore, 
I would give thee ten times more j 
And that gift would then beflow 
Freely as this trifle now. 



O 2 WRITTEN 
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WRITTEN IN 

KENSINGTON GARDENS, 

Necir London, 

Delightful Kens I NGTON,beIovM retreat, 
In thee I Ml hide me from the folar heat ; 
Beneath thy peaceful ihades I 'U lay me down, 
A while forgetful of the noify town. 

Thy infpirations, gentle Mufe, reftore, 
And blefs thy faithful penitent once morel 
Tfio' from Parnaffus oft I Ve gone aftray. 
Yet backward frill I find at laft the way. 
But lliort, my charmer, mufl this meeting be, 
For crowds and cities fuit but ill with thee; 
And many a tedious, many an irkfome day 
In noife and butlle I am doom'd to ftay ! 
In rural folitudes you love to lie, 
J\ grove around yoU; and a river nigh, 

Where 
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Where free-born flovv'rs from Nature's culture 

fpring, 
And grateful warblers hail her as tliey fing. 

When ihall thy Bard that blifsful period fee, 
When he fliall wander wild in woods with tbee? 
On Tiviot's banks together will we ilroll, 
And thou flialt kindle all thy Poet's foul ; 
Our ev'ning walks fo foft, fo fwcet, fo flill. 
No found fliall reach us but the lonely rill ; 
So far from towns, the ear ihall fcarcdy tell 
The diftant tinkle of the village bell ; 
No meaner objedls tlien fhall claim a part, 
But thou and friendiliip fliall engrofs my heart ! 
Until that epocha of jo>'s appear, 
Ph! let me fometimes meet my goddefs here! 



TO 
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TO SAPHIRA. 

KJN me did Fortune e'er fo brightly fliin^, 
I would be prouder of one thought of thiije^ 
But while the paths of forrow I purfue^ 
My woes fo many, and my friends fo few- 
What confolation to the wretch to find. 
He fills a corner of thy lovely mind ! 
Thy foft expreflions fink into my heai-t, 
Raife up flew hopes, yet force the tears to ftart. 
Thy friendly wifhes muft my fuit obtain,*— 
So pure a zealot 'ne^er can pray in vain! 
For all my fins thy fighs atonement make. 
And Heav'n fhall blefs me for Saphira's lake I 



to 



I 

\ 



TRIFLES IN VERSE. in 



TO DISAPPOINTMENT. 
H^rltten in the Bird Cage Walk, St James's Park. 

UH! Disappointment, muft you ftill 

On all ray profpeds wait. 
And, let me wander wherjs I will, 

Purfue the wretch you hate? 

My heart has never forrri'd a pray V, 

Nor felt a wifli to rife, 
But you have pour'd your venom there, 
. And nipp'd my budding joys. 

Had airy hopes allurM my foul, 

That dazzle folly's fight. 
My heart had fufFer'd your control, 

And ownM its judgments right. 

But 
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But let me floop to take the prize 

That rolls beneath my feet, 
A thoufand obftacleo fhall rife, 

And you my grafp Ihall meet* 

Your hateful favours you have flicd 

So lavifhly on me, / / 

That certainly herfelf has fled. 

And left me all to thee. 

ON MY BIRTH-DAY. 

OTRIKE up the mufic, pulh about the bowl I 
Let wine and pleafure cheer my droopmg foul! . 
Shall not the Poet dedicate to mirth. 
The blifsfnl hour that brought him into birth? 
For ever holy let the happy man, | 

Prefervc the point from which his courfe began! 
Far dift''rent ways my birth-day 1^11 employ, — 
A life of forrow is no caufe of joy ! 

So 
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le comfort to myfelf I find, 

rht my pow'rs to benefit mankind, 

to the world and me the lofs were fmall, 

ate ne'er forc'd me into life at all. 

GRIEF OF HEART. 

FH envy, now, I view that happy time, 
I could murmur out my griefs in rhyme ; 
jarts, like mine, that feel fuch weighty woes, 
jfs their agonies in humble profe. 
t the Mufes feldom, if at all, 
hey as rarely liften to my call ; 
no longer, I complain no more, 
mgue is filent,— but my heart is fore J , 



To Mr 



S moft furprifmg, you are pleas'd to fay, 
thus in fadnefs I fhould pine away, 
hat misfortune fhould fo deeply touch 
rt which relifh'd happinefs fo much* 
L. I. P By 
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By fuch an argument you furdy teU, 
You have not ftudied human nature well ; 
Far difappointment muft the moft annojr^ 
The heart that 'b moft fufceptible of joy. 

TO DAMON. 

X OO light die meafure of my woes would be, 
Did cruel Fortune (Hily leave me thee ; 
But Fate recals each gift I once poflefs'd^ 
And Damon's friendfliip follows with the rcfti 

INVOCATION TO HOPE. 

JMY youth's fupport, my friendly prop^ 
My only blefling, blooming Hope! 
In all my forrows ftiU waft thou. 
My fureft comforter — till now ! 
Oh! charming goddefs! tell me wby^ 
Your faithful votary you fly? 

Okt 
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Oh ! gentle pow'r I rcfume thy reign. 
And cheer my drooping heart again ! 
Thy dreams renew, thy tales repeat,— 
For ah! l^oW pleafii^ fuch deceit! 
Oh ! pour thy balm into my breaft^ 
And, fpite of Fortun£, make me blefs'd ! 

THE ADEPT IN GRIEF. 

Written in the Green Park, London. 

JL HERE was a time, I candidly will own, 
(But that weak moment is for ever gone) 
When I had hop'd (oh! hope without a caufe!) 
Some little portion of die world's applaufe; 
Romantic dreams confum'd the night awdk^,^ 
And hopes as any pleas'd me all the day. 
But foon thefe charming proipe^h took thdr flight. 
And hope no logger bloflbmM in my fight ; 
Condemned to ftruggk with an adverfe fate. 
Bow to the proud, and truckle to the great; 

Pa To 
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To bear thefc galling flights of.ev'ry kind. 
The Son of Sorrow *s ever fore to find. 
But as the body grows enur'd to fmart. 
So grief becomes familiar to the heart ; 
Thus, from my long acquaintance with diftrefs. 
The more my forrdws grow, I feel them lefs. 
If then mankind will treat me with difdain, 
I '11 only pay them cool contempt again. 



TO A WORM. 

Instructed by thy humble fiate. 

Let me no more. repine at fate! 
The hand that made the tyrant man. 
Has likewile granted thee thy fpan; 
And HE who gave fo mean a frame. 
Might have created me the fame. 
My helplefs brother of the day, . 
This hand can take thy life away; 



..« > 



But 
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But why exert the pow'r of death, 
Who cannot likewife give thee breath ? 
By me untouched, poor reptile, live ! — 
I take not that I cannot give. 



WRITTEN ON A HOMER. 



Mquando bonus dortnitat Hcmerus, 

vJh ! matchlefs Homer, juftly ftyPd divine, 
No Mufe could ever dare to vie with thine ! 
Yet to thy foul were genVous deeds uiiknown. 
Or .elfe thy heroes were unlike thy own ; 
With foft compaffion ne^er did Heclor glow, 
Ufitaught to pity, or to fpare a foe ; 
A more rclentlefs wretch could fcarcely be, 
Yet was his murderer more fierce than he. 
You only gave them half a hero's part. 
The brutal courage, not the noble heart ; 

Nor 
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Nor dream'd that mercy in the field of war '- 
Gives double Iplendor to the vigor's cal^. 

Tho* ftrangc your portraits of the fonsof dnft, 
Your heavenly charaftcrs are more unjuft; 
How oddly peopled are your blefs'd abodes! 
What jilts your goddeffes ! what brutesyour gods ! 

From hence, great Bard^ I fafely may infer 
The very wifeft of your kind may err ! 
Who foars the higheft, often deigns to creeps 
And even Homer fometimes falls afleep. 

TO THE POSTMAN. 

± HOU dear unconfcious harbinger of joy, 
What theme more worthy can theMufe employ? 
Without parade, how potently you reign, 
Difpcnfing bleflings, and infliftbg pain. 



To 



I 
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To learn from thee, tliy aradous fubjeas wait, 
A foo^ a hulband^ or a parent's fate ; 
The tender rektive, the faithful friend. 
The longing lover, all on thee depend ! 
Wh3e you alike infenfibly beftow 
The joyful tidings, and the tale of woe. 
With what impatience have I wifh'd you here. 
And told the- minutes till you fhouid appear! 
How watched your footfteps as you pac'd along. 
And fancied mufic dwelt upon your tongue I 
How has my foul invited you to flay ! 
How mourn'd to fee you turn another way I 
My heart has fluttered more at your approach. 
Than when it welcomed Iplendor from her coach j 
The moft bewitching bbjeft of deiire 
No (faronger palpitation could infpire ; 
No earthly fi>und could e'er delight me more 
TThan your melodious thunder at the door. 

Yet 
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Yet tho* your prefence was fo keenly fought. 
What difappointments have you often brought! 
With trembling bafte I anfwer your demand, 
And fnatch the welcome packet from your hand ; 
But when the hated charaftfer I view, 
1 curfe the writer, fate, myfelf, and you! 
Alas ! how fondly had I hopM to prove 
The overflowings of parental love ! 
I thought, perhaps, that friendfhip would impart 
Some confolation to my aching heart! 
Or hope, for ever ready to beguile. 
Had whifper'd Fortune was about to fmile I— 
But ah ! what different objefts-ftrike my fight,— 
The fcrawl of folly, or the fting of Ipite. 

Yet let the Mufe in gratitude confefs 
You ^ve fometimes crownM my wiflies with fuc* 
Ah ! take not then thefe idle lines amifs, [cefs j 
But be again the meflenger of blifs! 

TO 
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-^ TO A butterfly: 

iN.vgin the frieipdly hand would fave. 

When death the fatea decree I 
Uncoiifcious thus the wound I gave 

That takes the life from thee* 

Tho' foriB'd to range the aztnre Iky, 

And iothe breeze to {day. 
Yet here coofinM, unfit to fly. 

In dying pangs you lay. 

I faw, and wifli'd to ict thee free,— 

BfUC ah I that wifh was death! 
The lucklefa hand has murdef'eft th^e, 

That tried to give thee breath ! 

Vol. I. O But 
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But foon, perhaps, the time may come 
That vengeance gives to thee ; 

In queft of change, like thee, I roam. 
And fuch my fate may be ! 

THE SOLDIER^s CREED. 

X Sail in fafety, tho' the billows roar. 
If death await me on my native fhore ; 
If doomM to perifli by the fword, pr fpear, 
What flux, or fever, have I then to fear? 
If I muft fall amidft the battle's rage, 
I fhun the lingering agonies of age ; 
If by difeafe the pang of death to feel. 
Fate guides the bomb, and turns afide the fl 
Why fhould I fhrink, tho' thoufands romid me i 
Fate points the mufquet, and direds the bal 
Why fhould I tremble at an empty found? 
If Fate forbid it, they can give no wound. 
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iVhy ftould I fly, if death be not decreed? 
\nd flight were fruitlefs if Pm doomed to bleed. 
By Fate commiflion'd comes the mortal blow, 
^nd fate will follow wherefoe'er we go. 

THE VAPOURS. 

W HEN pining in the vapVifh hour, 
3ow ftrong Imagination's pow'r! 
Alike the fenfes and the foul 
^re fubjeft to her dire control ; 
ffe think, we feel, we hear, we fee, 
What never were, and ne'er can be : 
How many a whimfical miftake 
Has made this fooliih heart to ache ! 
How fimple when the truth was known. 
The mighty caufe that made me groan ! 

Of all the various kinds of care. 
The Vapoxjrs are the worft to bear; 

0,2 For 
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For ev^ry other human woe 
A certain length can only go 5 
But here the mealure of our pain 
Is wide as fancy's ample reign. 
However fevere the real ill. 
Some gleam of hope attends us ftill ; 
But for th' imaginary wound 
No healing balfam can be found. 

My ills, in faJt, have not been few. 
And for my faults too juftly due; 
But, numerous as my fins have been. 
Good heav'ns ! preferve me from the Sple: 



M 
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RY Q^UEEN OF SCOTLAND'S 

FAREWELL. 

[Y, faithful Melville, doft thou nourifh 
lus permit thy fruitlefs tears to flow? [woe ♦, 
cheerful thoughts thy Sovereign's mind em- 
lay I welcome as the day of joy ! [ploy, — 
3t thy friendfhip fully by defpair 
iay that frees me from a life of care ! 
ong-cxpedled, wifli'd-for hour appears, 
ends the tedious agonies of years • 
yrant's powV, the rival's rage are o'er, 
Des and fortune can torment no more I 

thou my witnefs, in the hour of death, 
2art is conflant to our holy faith ! 

Andrew Melville, fecretary to that unfortunate 

*3. 

That 
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That I for Scotland never ceas'd to feel 

A Qjieen's attachment, and a Patriot's zea^; — 

For France, the tender guardian of my youth, 

Unchang'd affection, gratitude and truth ! 

Affure my Son, no abi'ence could remove. 

Nor all his coldnefs damp a Mpther's love! 

My foul is confclous of no deed of mine 

To itain the annals of our royal line ; 

No aft of powV injurious, or unjuft. 

To Scotland's welfare, or my regal truft ; 

Kor did I ever wifh to difunite 

The People's freedom, and the Prince's right. 

Ye faithlefs fubjeds, and deceitful foes, 
My heart no longer witiv refentment glows. 
May Hea v'n, like me,for give your groundlefs bate, 
My various fuff 'rings, and unequalPd fate ! 
Yc haughty rebels, I no more complain 
Of you who drove me from my native reign F 

ExpeU'd 
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Expelled by faction from my native land, 
I fo¥t^t protection at a fifter^s hand ; 
But, warn'd by me, in no fucceeding time 
Let esdl'd monarchs feek this barb'rous clime ! 
(Oh ! Hoafe of Stuart ! with thy Royal Blood 
May Englilh Scaffolds be no more embru'd ! ) 

Thou envious Queen, who glories in my fall. 
Ye cruel trrJtors, I can pardon all! 
I meet your utmoff^malice with a fmile. 
Since that redeems me from this blood*ftain'd Ifle > 
Beyond the reach of injuries I foar. 
And find at lafl a hofpitable fhore * ! 



• The above is deligiied rather for an attiial^ and af« 
feeing, than a jnft charafter of this ili*ftarred Qj^een,-^ 
though it in a good meafure correfponds with her lad 
words, as recorded by the hiftorians. 
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A WEAKNESS OF THE HEART. 

J1« N D U ' D with feeling in excefs. 
Each moment brings fome new diftrefs : 
MoRosus ne'er before did feem 
Deferving friendfhip or efteem ; 
Yet, as the hour approach'^ to part. 
He clung more clofely to my heart; 
And when he bade the laft sAieu, 
A thoufand times mcnre dear he grew! 
Not only from the few I love 
Is keenly painful to remove ;-^ 
Their abfence can my peace deftroy, 
Whofe prefcince never gave me joy. 



PARA- 
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PARAPHRASE 

OF PART OF THE FIRST CHAPTER OF ISAIAH. 

JL E Sons of SoDOM^ liften and draw near! 
And oh I Gomorrah ! to your God give ear! 
Ajtend, ye Rulers of thefe guilty lands ! 
Obey, ye Princes, what your Lord commands ! 
Why at my altars do ve vainly kneel. 
And feign devotion which you do not feel? 
Why to my temples do you idly throng > 
[s God appeased by facrifice or fong? 
For human guilp ihall brutal viftims groan. 
And harmlefs creatures for your fins at©ne ? 
Are rams and bullocks, deftin'd to the knife. 
To God more grateful than a well-fpeHt life? 
Away ! ye hypocrites, and faft no more ! 
Your folemn Sabbaths doth my foul abhor ! 
In vain ihrill choirifters rehearfe my praife, 
And heav'nly melody loud organs raife ; 
VoL.L R In 
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In vain fhall anthems echo to the ikies^ 
And clouds of incenfe on my altars rife ! 
Your flated feafts Pm weary to behold. 
And prayers avail not when the heart is cold ! 

Shall you, thus ftain'd with blood, before 
ftand, 
And afk for bleflings from my vengeful hand] 
When you fhall feem with fervent zeal to pr; 
And vain oblations on my fiirine you lay. 
Mine eyes indignant from the fight ihall turr 
Unhear *d your vows, — unfeen your oflF'rings bi 

No more let blo«d in facriiice be fpilt. 
But cleanfe and purify your fouls from guilt 
The paths of wickednefs, my children, fly ! 
For who can hide them from my piercing cj 
Nor let the evil only be withftood. 
But learn to praftice whatfoe'er is good ! 
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Be your's the care the wretched to relieve, 
Affift the helplefs, comfort thofe who grieve, 
Defend the feeble when opprefs'd by might, 
Proteft the orphan, plead the widow's right ! 

Did your tranfgreffions deep as fcarlet glow. 
Yet I will make them purer than the fnow ; 
Were they as crimfon, yet my wrath fhall cool. 
And true repentance make them white as wool ! 
Will you, ye fmners ! liften and obey ?— 
Then I will riile you with paternal fway ! 
Then fhall you profper in your native land. 
And tafte the bounties of my liberal hand ! 
But if rebellious, faith th' 4^mighty Lord, 
My hand fhall finite you with the vengeful fword, 

R2 AD- 
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ADVICE TO A ROVER. 

jljLlAS ! poor mortal ! dill in vain 
From fcheme to fchenie you rove ! 

You vainly try that blifs to gain 
The virtuous only prove ! 

Nor in the city, nor the grove, 

The village, nor tlie cell, 
'Tis not with folitude, nor love, 

That pleafure deigns to dwell. 
f 
But in the foul where virtue reigns 

Content is found alone. 
Whether he whittle o'er the plains. 

Or grace Britannia's throne. 
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To no one fpot is peace confin'd, 

All ranks her favours ihare, 
Alike the monarch, and the hind, 

The homely, and the fair. 

From place to place we vainly fly, 

This heav'nly prize to win; 
New fcenes for ever vainly try ;— 

This blefliug dwells ivithini 

TO A STOIC. 

U NSOCIAL wretch, you vainly boafl 
A heart to loft fenfations loft! 
To bid the fondeft friend adieu. 
Would never give one pang to you; 
To fee him pining in defpair. 
Would never coft a moment's care ; 
Thro' life, unmov'd, you calmly creep. 
No friends to wail, no woes 10 weep! 

But 
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But is thy lot more blefs'd than nftie, 
Whofe feelings Nature form'd fo fine?— 
Who never felt the parting pain. 
Ne'er knew the joy to meet again ; 
And he who taftes no friend's diftrefs. 
Ne'er fhares his triumph in fuccefs. 
The weeping eye and bleeding heart 
Are not for ever doom'd to fmart; 
The ftorms of adverfe fortune paft, 
Tlie hour of funfliine comes at laft ; 
And keenly as diftrefs annoys, 
So much the fiercer are our joys. 

THE ART OF SCANDAL. 

TO MALIGNA. 

JLOUR fertile brain and bufy tongue have 
The fureft methods envy takes to wound ; [found. 
You ne'er relate the artful tale at lengthy 
But falfe good nature gives it double ftrength; 

The 
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The fmart all6fion, and the wcll-timM hint, 
Glofs evVy folly with the deepeft tinft ; 
Appearing ftill to leave a part behind, 
You fix the worft impreflion on the mind ; 
A keener fling than common fiends you ufe,— 
You feem to favour, but to want cxcufe. 
I M bear that open enemy of fame, 
Whofe honeft malice never hides its aim ; 
But may the wretch be baulk'd of evVy joy, 
Who takes the mafk of pity to deftroy I 

TO FLORIO. 

X Oft have heard you arrogantly fay, 
That Nature ne'er defign'd you to obey ; 
That Heav'n ne'er fonn'd your great and noble 
To bear fubjedlion, or to meet control ; [foul 
Avowing proudly tliat your hopes afpire, 
To heights ne'er dream 'd of by your humble fire ; 



In 
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In private ftations not to be confined, 
But fhine amongft the rulers of mankind • 
To fee whole armies on your orders wait. 
And fhiv'ring fentries * itand before your gate. 

But fince promotion, tho' iojujily due, 
Is ftill at diftance, if at all in view. 
Be wife in time, nor fquander thus away, 
A Gen'raPs income on an Enfign's pay ! 
As oft it happens, tho ^tis fomewhat hard. 
That merit meets not with its juft reward ; 
If all your fanguine promifes fhould fail. 
You may perhaps be garrifon'd in jail ; 
You then ihall vainly ftruggle to be free, 
When better guarded than you M wifh to be. 



• It is rather finking to dcfcend from arnues to fen- 
tries ; but this was the piece of parade that fecrned moft 
to tajce the Gentleman's fancy. 

To 
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To Mr 



Jl RIEND of my foul, and partner of my heart ! 
(Such fhall I call thee, faithlefs as thou art!) 
Yes, I '11 repeat thefe names which IHU are dear, 
Sv/eet to my voice, and pleafing to my ear ! 
Thefe tender titles, ftill rever'd by me. 
But fcorn'd, forgotten, and renounced by thee ! 
Once, and but once, thy lofs I will deplore. 
Nor feed a friendfliip that 's return'd no more. 

When war and. glory loudly calPd on me. 
My heart has melted at the thoughts of thee : 
'* Ah ! where, ^midft war and tumult, Ihall I find 
**• A Friend fo faithful as I leave behind? 
^^ We ihall not part! — for go where-e'er I will, 
*^ His lov'd idea ihall attend me ftill 1 
" My conftant friendihip, unimpaired by time, 
" By turns of fortune, or by change of clime. 

Vol. I. S *< Shall 
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'^ Shall be my folace 'midfl; the toils of war, 
'* And hopes of meeting cheer me while a&rl*' 
I fondly thought, thefe glorious labours o'er, 
My Friend ihould hail me to my native ihore; 
Or, if the Fates a harder doom decreed, 
I ' ve figh'd, and pitied how thy heart would bleed. 

But now the dear illufion difappears. 
My hopes were groundlefs, and as vain my fears; 
Since you no longer feel the facred flame^ 
And all your friendfhip 's but an empty name; 
Alike regardlefs of my grief and joys, 
I am no more the brother of your choice. 

In thee no malice, no deceit I know,— 
But is it friendfliip not to be my foe ? 
T^o ad of treachery I need to prove,— 
Negledl is treafon in the man I love! 
You ftill falute me with a civil fmile. 
And ftill addrefs me in a friendly ftyle; 

But 
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But wher6 's the welcoitte of the glowing heart, 
Thejoy of meeting, and the pain to part? 

Can -ray regard, tho' fervent and fincere, 
Survive the coldnefs of a heart fo dear ? 
Love 's a difeafe, where reafon has no ihare, 
A frantic paflion for a face that 's fair ; 
Tho' oft repulsed, the lover ftill defires,— 
But flighted friendfliip inftantly expires ; 
In kindred minds it jHourifhes alone. 
And claims attachment equal to its own ;-— 
Not cold efteem, but all the friendly zeal 
Of fouls that kindle, and of hearts that feel ; 
No doubts muft check, no curs'd fufpicions rife. 
Or friendfhip fickens, pines away, and dies. 

In vain I M wifh thee as thou waft before, 
For loft affeftion dies to be no more ! 
Farewell for ever ! — ^happy may^ft thou be ! 
But may I never find a friend like thee ! 

S 2 The 
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The pangs I fufFer rightly will I ufe. 

And know him thorougldy whom next I chufe; 

By thee inftrufted, I will learn to prove, 

Before my fimple eafy heart (hall love ; 

Amidft carefles I will dread defign, — 

Nor truft profeffions, when I think on thine! 



• f 



THE TEST OF MERIT. 

W HEN Funnel, a mulhroom of port wine and 

claret. 
Was told honeft Ned was a perfon of merit. 
He exclaimed in amaze, ^* You miftake to be fure! 
^' It cannot be he, — for he 's damnably poor!** 
The Squire, you muft know, judges all by himfelf. 
Who were nothing at all, — if he wanted his pelf. 

ON 
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ON EXPECTATION. 

XjY what falfc meafure do the moments fly 
With him who lingers for the cc^ming joy ? 
He hopes it, doubts it, and defpairs, ere yet 
The bounds of poflibility admit ; 
Yet with abfurd impatience does be wait. 
And ftill expedls it when it is too late. 

TO FLORIO. 

X OU boafl: that Celiacs wond'rous kind. 

The town believes it true ; 
And in that vain belief you find 

The blifs that plcafes you. 

The reputation of intrigue 

You labour to acquire ; 
Yet fl^un the fweet, the fond fatigue 

That am'rous hearts defire. 

Let 
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Let me in thofe delightful toils 

My blifsful hours employ ! 
Be yours in public all her fmiles,— 

But mine the fecret joy ! 

AN APOLOGY 

FOR POET I C PRIDE. 
To . 

X OU fay, my friend, (perhaps it is the cafe) 
The Sons of Metre are a haughty race ; 
We \vi(h to feem at enmity with Pride, 
And yet are vainer than all men befide ; 
By mock humility we may difguife 
Our groundlefs vanity from vulgar eyes, 
But yet too plainly the difcerning find 
Conceit is common to the rhyming kind ; 
From him who reigns the darling of the age. 
Who fliines in epic, or adorns the ftagc. 
To us who trifle in a magazine. 
Who pkafc a minute, and no more are feen. 

Suppofe 
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Suppofe it granted, — are we ihuch to blame ? 
Our only fortune is that phantom, Fame ; 
Too oft the bubble by the world 's denied, — 
Then all our comfort is a little pride ; — 
That conftant friend, ftill kinder ev'ry day, 
Reviews and catcals ne'er can drive away. 
Ye are like us, ye humble Sons of Prole, 
His friends in private, tho' his public foes. 



TO CAPTAIN 



X OU vainly think you aA a hero's part. 
When you exhibit an unfeeling heart ; 
True courage never yet was known to glow 
Where foft compaffion could not like wile grow; 
Tho' never coward, fhar'd a brother's woes^ 
The brave can pity and relieve their foes ; 
Alike they love, they honour, and extol 
The manly fpirit, and the melting foul. 

EX. 
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EXTEMPORE. 

jTJlT ev'ry feiitence Sally cries, 
By way of flouriih, ^' D— n my Eyes!'' 
The gods refused the curfe (he chofe ;— 
They fpar'd her Eyes, — but d — n'd her NosE. 

GLORIANA, 

THE KENTISH BELLE. 

A Charadler. 

vJH! powerful Satire, I invoke thy aid 
To fipg the foibles of thy fav'rite maid ! 
But ftill let candour wait upon our plan. 
And tell the fair one's virtues — ^if we can. 
Tlio' jovial fouls ne'er dubb'd her for a toaft;^ 
For frugal Nature gave no charms to boaft, 
Inhere 's not a giddy nymph of twenty-three, 
More bent on conqueft, or more vain than fhe; 

No 
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•^t) greater zealot hows at Fafliion's fhrine, 
^hari this flale homely Maid of forty-nine. 
(Tho* to her word if credit can be given, 
Mifs Gloriana is but twenty-feven.) 
Bur, fneer who will, it cannot be denied, 
She^s flridiy chafte — becaufe flie ne'er was tried; 
To fuch a triumph tho' no man would iloop, 
5he leeks the ftronger bulwark of a hoop. 

If e'er a fifter chance to go afide, 
5he pines with envy, but aflumes a pride 5 
\n vain the penitent appeafes Heaven, 
3y her fuch finners ne'er can be forgiven. 
ifet was this Veftal's heart for love defign'd, 
3ad but the body match'd the willing mind 5 
Denied the raptures of the fair and young. 
She gives unbounded freedom to her tongue j 
rhe laws of decency fhe fets at nought, 
kud boldly utters ev'ry wanton thought; 

Vol. I. T Tht 
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The modeft blufh, the fair's moft winning grace, 
Ne'er changed the colour of her livid face. 
Tho' pity never taught her heart to figh, 
Nor tears to gliften in lier languid eye, 
Yet this unfeeling Virgin oft is found 
Where ficknefs, mifery, and pahis abound; 
No wifh fhe feels to foften human woes, 
But gives new torments wherefoe'er fhe goesj 
Her horrid prefence heightens ev'ry care. 
Augments difeafe, and aggravates delpair ; 
To her moft hateful is a friend's fuccefs. 
But ev'ry mortal pleafing in diftrefs; 
The bed of ficknefs, and the wretch, alone, • 
Can Gloriana view without a groan:— 
There fhe can feaft her foul with others' fmart. 
And feels no envy rankle in her heart. 

Enough for fatire, left it look like fpite,— 
Come ! drag her virtues alfo to the light! 

. Defcribe 



TRIFLES IN VERSK 147 

t)efcribe this Damfel, born without a gall. 
So mild, fo civil, and fo frank to all. 
In female contefts fhould fhe e'er engage, 
Her gentle bofom feels no ftotms of rage, — 
But cool, compos'd, unruffled, and ferene. 
She, calmly bitter, makes the wound more keen. 
We '11 grant the flranger 's ever Aire to find 
Mifs Gloriana affable and kind; 
Whether you chufe to fit, to walk, or ride. 
The hofpitable Maid is by your fide. 
Guefs from what motive thefe attentions flow— 
*' From mere benevolence ?'*— I anfwer, No! — 
Into youi' ear /lie wishes to infufe, 
The village fcandal, and the country news; 
And feeks the firft occafion to difclofe. 
The private chai-afters of friends and foes,—* 
• To all alike impartially fevere. 
Whether ihe ftile them odious, or mod dear. 
Perhaps, to mend a tale, flie '11 fome times flretch 
A little further than the truth would reach. 

T 2 But 
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But to inftruA is not her fole concern. 
She alio fliews a ftrong defire to learn; 
No time flie lofes, and no pains flie fpares. 
To pry into your family aftairs ; — 
It is confefs'd, indeed, fhe 's wond'rous wife, 
And not lefs fond than able to advife. 

For other virtues would the candid feek?--' 
She goes to worihip once or twice a- week. 
Some imperfedions you '11 perceive no doubt. 
But ilie could never, never, find them out. 



TO AMANDA. 

JTXH ! do not ralhly blame my candid Mufe, 
As fond to fting, or willing to abufe ! 
]SJo ! — do me juftice, and you Ml find my lays 
Are not more prone to cenfure than to praife. 

Was 
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hs fatire lefs to Gloriana due*, 
Tian approbation and applaufe to you? 
he claims a thouland virtues as her own, 
/^hile mild Amanda makes a boaft of none; 
et on Amanda all the world confers, 
11 Gloriana vainly fancies hers. 

To you kind Nature lavilhly imparts 

le founded knowledge, with the belt of hearts ; 

mind whofe fortitude no ills can ihake, 

id yet for others taught your heart to ache. 

ne fingle failing renders you unfit 

'oo much good-nature) for a fcranle wit ; 

ith this however freely we difpcnfe, 

nee wit 's abundantly fupplied by fcnlc. . 

ivill not ftile you faireft of the fair, 

ich vain endowments are beneath your care ; 

* This Lady had cenfured the preceding cbaraftcr of 
oriana as too fevere. 

Yet 



i 
150 TRIFLES IN VERSE. 

Yet fuch expreffion may your features boaft 
As rarely fparkles in the reigning toafl. 

Perfedion ne'er was found on this fide heaven, I 3 

So fome finall foibles Nature muft have given j 1 ^ 

But fuch your prudence, whatfoe'er they be, I ' 

They 've ftill been hidden from the world and rac <. 



ON GAMING. 

VV HAT wretch, with focial qualities unblcft^ 
Invented flrfl: the time-confuming Whift? 
Or wlio firft modelPd, with pernicious Ikill^ 
Tlie laws of Baffet, Ombre, and Quadrille ^ 
But curs'd be he, above the fons of vice. 
Who firft created the deftrudlive Dice ! 
Unhappy fcience, big with human woes! 
The foe of fortune, freedom, and repofe ! 
To all the paflions which the heart enflave. 
Why add another Nature never gave ? 

Thank 
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Thank Heav'n, whatever my faults and follies be, 

The iuft of Gaming ne'er infefted me ! 

I do not execrate this fatal art 

For lofs of fortune, and a broken heart ; 

I only hate it, as it would deftroy 

The friendly conv^rfe, and the focial joy ; — * 

As but for fools and empty triflers fit. 

The thief of reafon, and the foe of wit. 

ON REPUTATION. 

TO A MAN OF PLEASURE. 

Believe me, giddy felf-deluded Rake^ 
You will too late difcover your miftake ! 
You fondly fancy that you may enjoy 
A round of plftifures, till their fweets fliall cloy j 
And, when you pleafe to quit the vicious train. 
The good will gladly welcome you again. 
Alas I how little do you know mankind ! 
Who,when they look through prejudice, arc blind ; 

No 
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No late-fprung virtues in the man they prize 
Whom powerful habit taught them to defpife; 
Thus Reputation, e^er fo flightly loft. 
Can be pecover'tl nor by pains nor coft ! 

A MILITARY EXHORTATION. 

LyEATH ^s a tribute all muft pay. 
Some to-moiTow, fonie to-day ; 
Why then, Soldiers, fhould we fear 
Hcftile fvvord, or lethal fpear ? 
Why the cannon's found appal > 
Murd'ring bomb, or rapid ball ? 
^Tis decreed that men muft die. 
They who fight, and they who fly. 
They who lie in pleafure's arms. 
They who live in war^s alarms. 
They who range the raging feas, 
They who court domeftic eafe. 



m 
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C^id the Soldiers only fall. 
Who would roufe at glory^s call? 
But, my Heroes, fince the grave 
Waits the coward and the brave. 
Why fliould we, with fruitlefs care. 
Guard the life it' will not fpare? 

THE INCONSISTENT FRIENDSHIP. 

To Mr r. 

L/ULL, cold, unfeeling as thou art, 
Poffefs'd of neither head nor heart, 
Tis ftrange, tho' much agaiuft my will, 
[ cannot ceafe to love thee ftill. 
A.t diftance none more kind than we, 
5f et when we meet we ne'er agre6 ;— . 
To rid us of our mutual pain, 
We part — and long to meet again. 

Vol. I. U TO 
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TO THE SAME. 

X HOII gloomy wretch, ne'er born to tafte of joyi 
The blifs of others wilt thou (till deiiroy } 
Whenjovial foulswoulddrowneach grov'Ungcare; 
Why doft thou haunt us, like the fiend Defpair^ 
Why doft thou ftill to Pleafure's feats repair^ 
To blaft enjoyments which thou canft not fliare? 
Tell us no more how happy minutes roll,— - 
Nor clock, nor dial, calls us from the bowl! 
Since fhort the time that Pleafure deigns to ftay, 
We '11 keep the welcome ftranger— owhile we may I 
Fly quickly hence, thou lump of lifelefs eardi/ 
Nor let thy prefence damp .the fofis of nurth; 
Indulge in difmal folitude thy fill. 
And let us tafte of happinefs who will ! 

TO 



I 
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TO MISS , 

OF LAMBETH IN SURRY. 

J PON my foul! 'tis kind, my dear, 
o be thus rigidly fevere ! 
Hs generous thus to fet me free, 
ince I muft wander far from thee ! 
orfaad thy heart as tender been . 
.s fwect thy eyes, and thy fcft mien ; 
.nd hadft thou, with a virgin's fliame, 
otifefs'^ for me a mutual flame, — 
lien yielding all my foul to love, 
Jo call could roufe, no glory move ; 
IThen war and Fate forbade my ftay, 
^hat heart-felt anguiih to obey ! 
V^hat grief to leave the joys you gave, . 
)r riJk a life you wifliM to favc ! 
lut now I '11 welcome duty's call, 
lo pangs Ihall rack, no fears appal, 

U 2 N« 
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No anxious cares diftrad: my mind 
For weeping beauty left behind ; 
I 'li part without a moment's pain. 
And never wifli to meet again ! 

TO MISS / 

PICCADILLY, LONDON. 

OFIE who defires the homage of the town, 
Muft fmile for ever, and forget to frown. 
But you, Louisa, with the fincft face. 
Are wholly deftitute of ev'ry grace ; 
A fallen gloom, a cold forbidding air, 
Ecfpeak you as unfeeling as you 're fair ; 
Tho' ev'ry feature elegant we call. 
There 's not a tempting beauty in them all ; 
No charm that ftrikes, no geftures that iufpire 
A foft voluptuous exquifite defire; 
So juft its fymmetry in ev^ry part. 
Your form feemsjmodell'd with the niceft art;— i 

Your 
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• Maker left no blemifh in the whole, — 
granting beauty, he denied a foul. 

iVE me the nymph who pants for lovers de- 
lights 
)fe glance bewitches, and whcfe fmile invites.^ 
not beauty, that I can defpife, — 
meaning features, and exprciii\c eyes, — 
fe ev'ry look, and flighteli: motion prove 
rra for pleafure, and a foul for love ! 

TO BUCK S \ 



SSESS'D of ev'ry talent to dcl'^ht, 
perfon pleafing, and your genius bright ; 
native graces all improved by art, 
not a faultlefs, but a feelmg heart ; 
thus -accomplilh^d, would you be dcfpis'd, 
1 vv'hofe judgment 's truly to be prizM? 
)urand virtues you may juftly boaft, — 
vainly publiih what degrades you mcft? 

With 



I 
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With parts to purcbafe a far nobler fame. 
Ah! why abfurdly glory in your fliame? 
In wit, in friendfliip, furely you excel ; 
Who loves more fondly, or who writes fo well? 
But Natui'e's aim how widely you miftake, 
Ao^bitious only to be thbugbt a Rake ! 
In vice how vainly you attempt to fhine ! 
What 's wit to wenches ? What is worth to wine? 
The wife are fhunn^d, the honeft are but tdols,— 
Her favoured minifters are knaves and fools. 
In real merit tho* furpafs'd by few. 
Yet ev'ry blockhead here may rival you. 

Disdain the honours of the mean and bafe, 
Which worth and wifdom juftly ftile difgrace; 
More wifely ftudy to improve your miiid, 
And leave thefe vife competitors behind ; 
Let love of glory ftill your foul entice. 
And fliine in Virtue, fmce you fail in Vice. 
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A SEASONABLE REPROOF. 

O AYS Tom to Timothy, *' How well you teach I 
*' But do you always pradlife what you preach?^' 
With fome confufion, fays the Man of Rhymes, 
*' There 's nothing human but may err fome times.*' 
Then thus the folid Son of Profe reply'd. 
And felt for once, perhaps, a teacher's pride : 
*^ By prudent conduft be your wifdom Ihewn— 
" Who cenfures others, Ihould corre& his own.'' 



A REASONABLE PRAYER. 

1 HO^Jdefs'd with all I wifli'd befwc. 
Yet flill I vainly alk for more; 
If to my pray'rs thcfe too were given. 
With new requefts I 'd weary Heaven. 

But 
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But grant, thou gracious God of alU 
'i'lic only joy which ne'er can pall : 
Wiih ev'i y other gift that 's lent, 
Bcftow that tranquil blifs, Content. 



REFLECTIONS 

OF A SENTIMENTAL ADULTERER, 
TO AMOROSA. 

W HEN fancy rov'd, tumultuous paffions ragM, 
And lawlefs tranfports all my foul engag'd ; 
Wiien foiully gazing on thy lovely face. 
And juft expiring in thy foft embrace ; 
Had virtue triumph'd o'er thy powerful charms^ 
And tore the ftruggling vidim from thy anns^ 
For fuch a conqueft, and a deed fo brave. 
How nobly loft the guilt}' joys you gave ! 
No curs'd rcfleftions on my heart had prej»*d. 
Of faith forgotten; and a friend betrayM ! 

Ho>v 
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low much more pleaflng were the fober thought 
)f haying boMly aded as I ought I 

When youth and beauty prcfTingly invite. 
The only fafety hes in fpeedy flight; 
The firideft virtue, and the ilrongeft ties, 
\vail but little when a fair one fighs; 
vVhen love ai.d fortune prefs'd me to be blefl", 
Was human nature able to refift ? 
Then who can wonder that my flrength w as loft. 
Who had no monkilh continence to boaft? 

But pains fliall expiate the joy that ^s pnft, 
And, Heav'n bear wiinefs! it fhall be the lallj 
I'll fly the perjur'd beauty I adore, 
And ne'er behold the fwect fcducer more ! 



Vol. I. X 



i62 TRIFLES IN verse: 
A RAKE'S EXCUSE 

FOR HIS INCONSTANCY. 

TO CHLOE, I 

JLN vain your tears my tendernefs would movC; i 

They raife my pity, but recal not love. 

Altho' eternal conftancy I fwore, 

I only meanM it till the fit was o'er; 

I knew our extacies its death would prove,-— 

For who e'er found eternity in love ? 

Could you believe me tho' I dar'd to fwear. 

To meet no nymph more exquifitely fair ? 

Or were it juftice not to leave you free 

To love another, tho' you Ve fancied me? 

I wiih to change — and telt me where 's the harm ^ 

I ceafe to love — ^becaufe you ceafe to charm ; 

Can you refume your former pow'r to pleafe? 

Then I will love again with equal jcafe. 

THE 
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THE ART OF SHINING 

IN CONVERSATION, 
TO POMPOSUS, 

JM AY I, PoMPOSus, venture to advife 
A youth fo learn'd, fo witty, aftd fo wife. 
And yet efcape a ftorm of claflic rage 
In long quotations from fome Rcnnan Sage i 
But, ere you read, my fafety let nie feek. 
And fly from Latin arrogance, and Greek! 
Stay — thank my ftars! — we're fifty miles afunder. 
Rage as you will — for I defy your thunder I 

This kind attempt no prejudice infpires. 
No envy didlates, and no hatred fires ; 
I do not wifh to leflen your deferts, 
Sut ftiU acknowledge you a lad of parts^ 

X 2 Well. 
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Well-fkiird in grammar, verfant ia reviews, 

Plays, poems, magazines, and public news; 

Deep in the hiftory of evVy clime. 

From Babel's building to the prefent time; 

And read in voyages, and travel books. 

From good old Raleigh's down to Captain Cook's. 

In fliort, PoMPOSUs, we have feldom feen . 

A youth fo ripe, fo knowing at fifteen. 

But all this knowledge will avail you nought, 

Unlefs you learn to ufe it as you ought; 

For they who wifely wi(h to live at eafe. 

Mult never drive to shine, but feek to please. 

Your only object is to be admired, — 
Hear how that fav'rite wifh may be acquir'd i 
To this found maxim carefully attend. 
To ihun whatever fubjeds might offend. 
To tell a ftory with becoming grace. 
It ilioukl be fuited both to time and place. 

Tho» 
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Tho' fcandal gratify a little mind, 
He leaves no value for himfelf behind ; 
And they who liflen to anothers wrong, 
Dread for themfelves the malice of his tongue. 
On this detefted topic ihou!d you dwell. 
You cannot know your auditors too well ; 
They may, perhaps, be tenderly allied 
To him you thus unguardedly deride ; 
Not all the weak excufes you could make. 
Could e'er repair fo aukward a miltake. , 
Let praife more lavhhly than cenfure fall, — 
Or never handle characters at all. 
Be fecial harmony your only plan. 
And contradit^t as feldom as you can. 
If proud of deeper knowledge, (and with caufe) 
Difplay it feldom — as you love applaufc ; 
The joys of triumph niuft be all your own, 
For none was ever pleas'd to be outlhonc; 



As 
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As oft as confcious excellence you fliew, 
You lofe a friend, perhaps, or make a foe. 
Seek not to force your knowledge on our fight, 
But let occafion draw it to the light; 
Let it ftep forth, not impudently rufh. 
For wit, like beauty, well becomes a blufh. 

In converfation feldom take the lead. 
Nor fpeak of books to men who fcarce can read; 
Some love to talk of horfes and of dogs,— 
Others of women, — ^fome of cows and hogs,— < 
Ladies of lace, and puppies of toupees,— 
Is Horace proper company for thefe ? 
Thelearn'd themfelves, the pedants of the fchools, 
Muil fometimes trifle, — or they *re arrant fools. 
Believe me, vain, important, prating boy. 
Who never trifles feldom taftes of joy ; 
That he who always lies in wait for fame. 
But gives a challenge to contempt and fliame ; 

For 
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For all delight to mortify his pride. 

Who wifh'd to humble all the world befide. 

But he who only feeks to entertain. 

To make us happy, and be pleas'd again,— 

Who hits our tafte, as if without defign. 

Has found the fure and ihorteft way to SHiNE. 



From the tHnion jptefjef, 

May 21. 1784. 
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